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A PLEADER TO THE NEEDER WHEN A READER, | 


— — 


AS all, my friend, through willy knaves, full often suffer wrongs, 

Forget not, pray, when it you've read, to whom this book belongs. 

Than one CHARLES CLA, of Totham Hall, none to 't a right hath better, 

A wight, that same, more read than some in the lore of old black-letter. 

And as C. C. in Reer dwelis—a shire at which all laugh 

His books must, sure, less fit seem drest, if they re not bound in calf/ 

Care take, my friend, this book you ne'er with grease or dirt besmear it; 

While none but awkward puppies will continue to * dog's-car”? it! 

And o'er my books when book-worms grub,“ I 'd have them understand, 

No marks the margins must de-face from any busy hand /”” 

Marks, as re-marks, in books of CLARk's, when e'er some critic spy leaves, 

It always him so wasp-ish makes, though they're but on the fly-leaves! 

Yes, if 80 they're used, he 'd not de-fer to deal a fate most meet 

He d have the soller of his guires do penance in a Meet“ > 

The Ettrick Hogg —ne'er deemed a bore—his candid mind revealing, 

Declares, to beg a copy” now 's a mere pre-tert for stealing! 

80, as some knave to grant the loan of this my book may wish me, ? 4 
I thus'my book-pate here display, lest some such *fry” should dish me! 1 
— But hold, — though I again lare wirn-holding I'll not brook, | 
And a ea of trouble“ still shall take to bring book-worms to book“ 
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Humbly attempted by 


THE TRIFLER. X 


His Hammer this, and that his Trowel quits, 
And wanting Senſe for Tradeſmen, ſerve for Wits, 


Younc's Satires, 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


HE following juvenile compoſi- 


tions of a mechanical mind, having 


already appeared as fugitive eſſays 


in the public Ledger and other periodical ' 


papers; at the inſtance of Friendſhip, and 
perhaps perſuaſion of Vanity, they are col- 
lecied in one publication. With what pro- 


priety they are again intruded upon Town, 


the judicious Public will determine. But 
as it muſt be univerſally admitted, a poeti- 
cal melody of mind 1s beſt indulged in 
rural retreats and ſocial ſequeſtration, the 


AUTHOR begs leave to ſubmit in defence 
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iv ADVERTISEMENT, 


of the following, that not a few have been 
ſuggeſted at the Exchange, and compoſed 
amidſt the buſtle of the Cuſtom-Houſe; tho” 
the generality of them have been the plea- 
ſing occupation of his evening hours, or 


the trifling engagement of ſuch moments 


as could be beſt borrowed from the buſy 
duties of the day. He further preſumes to 
flatter himſelf however deficient they may 
be in point of ſentiment, imagery, harmo- 
ny, refinement, &c. he juſtifies little cenſure 
for endeayouring to cultivate a friendſhip 
with the fair family of Parnaſſus, in prefer- 
ence to the prevailing ſpirit of party male- 
yolence, and political diſquiſition. 


He has only to add, that the ingenious 
muſt not expect to find in the following 
ſheets, either the epigrams of Martial, the 

ſatires 


ADVERTISEMENT. „ 


ſatires of juvenal, the fancy of Spencer, the 
fire of Pope, or the ſublime paſtoral pathos 
of that gentle penſioner of Apollo, Mr. 
Thompſon, for they are — in ſhort 
they are * * *** Miſcellanies, where if 


«© One bright thought, quite ſolitary ſhines, 
In the dry deſart of a thouſand lines,” 


he may brave the candid to condemn it. 
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THE 
CIVIL INvITATION, 


AN 
O DX. 


C Then the inexpreſſive ſtrain 
« Diffuſes its enchantment ; fancy dreams 
* Of facred fountains and elyſian groves, 
e And vales of bliſs.” 


AKENSIDE's Pleaſures of Imagination, 


WEE T miſtreſs Muſe, ſay will you be ſo 
kind 
(In ſooth my heart's to courtſhip much inclin'd) 
To melodize my mind; 
Prithee, ſweetheart, interceed, 
Let me wake the vocal reed 
With nature's notes in beſt accordance join'd, 


A Enraptutr'd 
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2 TRE CTVIL INVIIAT ION, 


Enraptur'd I'll ſing 
And enliven the ſtring, 
And thy praiſes ſhall live in the lyre ; 
Not a theme will I write, 
You refuſe to indite, 


Not a thought you're aſhamed to inſpire. 
My fands will fail in pleaſant paſs 
Adown the ſteep of time, 
And I will charm thee, by the maſs, 
With ev'ry rural rhapſody in rhyme ; 
With ſugar'd phraſes ſweeten ev'ry ſong, 
And I will love thee much, and love thee long. 


Sacred ſiſters ſmile on me 
( Muſical Mzonidz ) 
But chiefly thee I will add reſe, 
Thee, all propitious patroneſs 
Oft pretty poeſy. 
The ſweetly filent ſylvan ſcene, 
The livery'd lawn ſo gayly green, 
The flowery bank is thine ; 
Nay thine is inſpirations beam, 
Poetic fancy's fairy dream, 
*T is thine to poliſh ev'ry theme, 
And ev'ry thought refine. 


Indulge 


AN OpE. 3 


Indulge me with treaſures 
Of muſical meaſures, 
Sweet paſtoral pleaſures 
Of muſical meaſures, 
I'll hail thee queen of the nine. 
In ſimpleſt fort enamel nature's ſong, 
And I will love thee much and love thee long. 


When philomela quits the pointed thorn, 
And the ſhrill lark ſalutes the dapple dawn, 
The verdant valley, beechy grove, 

And hazel copſe with joy I'll rove, 

And aid the merry minſtreiſy of morn. 
Tell me, charmer, art thou found 


In the antique claſſic books, 
Or where the grey grown oaks ſurround 
The moſly margin of the babbling brooks ? 
I'm told that there thou ſit'ſt in muſeful mood, 
Socializing ſolitude : 
Let me to fly thy fond embraces, 
To foreſts, fields, and fountains, 
T he checquer'd ſhade, 
And graſſy glade, 
And eke the meads and mountains. 
Until thou deign'ſt to ſanctify my ſong, 
And make me love thee much, and love thee long. 
; A 2 Yes, 


Ty 36 
— —— — 
* 


— — — —— — 


4 THE CIVIL INvITATION, 


Yes, I hear the ſages ſay; 
Life's a little lapſing day, 
Kindled with celeſtial fire, 
To blaze, and twinkle, and expire, 
So, prithee, my love, do not tarry, 
But take the poor bard to thy arms ; 
Dear muſe, I'm determined to marry ; 
My ſoul is ſlave to your charms, 
(Sad ſinner !) 
My ſoul is a ſlave to your charms. 
Fleecy flocxs and rugged rocks 
Shall grace my goodly gingle, 
Dying knells and tinkling bells 
Tingle, tingle, tingle. 
With my tabor and pipe ſo ſweetly I'll play, 
Come, prithee, love, honour, obey, 
But bleſs me, careſs me; 
No care ſhall diſtreſs me ; 5 
So, prithee, love, honour, obey. 
*(Albe) ne'er liſted with the learned throng, 
Mayhap I'll give ſome ſamples of a fong 
Shall prove Pl love thee much, and love the long. 


My friends no more! Lyſander's bier 
Demands the tributary tear ; 


» Altho* = 
That 


AN ODE. 5 


What Guidefs foods of grief hall flow amain ? 
Slow drags the mournful, wounded, weeping 
verſe, 
In heavy meaſures, halting with his herſe, 
Solemn ſadneſs, ſolemn ſadneſs, folemn ſadneſs, 
ſuits the ſtrain, 
Glee and gladneſs yield to pain; 
Solenin ſadneſs fits the ſtrain. 
Huch, huſh, my Lucella is ſmiling, 
All anguiſh and forrow beguiling : 
While time's on the wing, 
Pl frolick and ſing; 
My deareſt Lucella is ſmiling 
As ſoft as a dove, 
She liſtens to love ; 
My charming Lucella is ſmiling. 
Ah! cruel fair-one, muſt my boſom bleed ? 
Muſt, muſt 1 combat with affliction's billows ? 
To woeful argument attune my reed, 
While peace expires apace on thorny pillows ? 
*In Babylon I'll pay my vows, 
And hang my harp upon the boughs 
Of weeping, weeping willows. 
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* Here the Author ſpeaking of his captivity, alludes to that 
of Iſrael in Babylon, 
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6 THE CI V1L 
But when Bellona's 


Ivy} TATION. 


thundering voice alarms, 
y Thyme ſhall rattle wj 


my long, 
„ and love thee long, 
Lead me 


Up the 
Where me 
For thee I 
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Naw morn her roſy ſteps in th' eaſtern clime 
Advancing, ſow'd the earth with orient pearl. 


MiILro's Paradiſe Loft. 1 


AW N the bluſhing babe of light, 3 
Cradled in the clouds of day, 'Y 


Jealous of his father's right, | 2 


Wipes the ſtain of night away : 7 


Scatt'ring roſes thro' the ſky, 
Sprinkling odours o'er the plains, 4 
Gently lifts Aurora's eye, 


Smiling on the village ſwains, | if 


Thro” the burniſh'd eaſtern cates, 
Sol triumphant rides from far, 
Bounteous Health his breath awaits, 

Sorrow's Captive at his car. 


4A 4 Lacing 1 


8 MoRN INS. 


Lacing hill and dale with gold, 
Drinking up the pearly dews, 
Grateful o'er the thirſty mould, 


Eve in ſober ſilence brews, 


Earth adorn'd with blooming grace, 
Glad receives his warm ſalute ; 

Flora's finger paints her face, 
Plenty ſpins her bridal ſuit. 


Birds of night abaſh'd, retire, 8 


Fearful ſnun the ſylvan croud, 
Flocking round the hoary ſpire, 
Chatt'ring daws debate aloud. 


Poſting o'er the farmers grounds, 
Reynard bears his bleed ing prey, 

Ere the ſilver ſcented hounds, 
Op'ning full, his haunts betray. 


Summon'd by the ſultan cock, 
Calling round his fav'rite wives; 

See the ſhepherd ſeeks his flock, 
Labour o'er the land revives, 


Peeping 


= A 


MORN INS. 


Peeping from the humble ſhed, 
Chirping ſparrows friendly call ; 

Fowls, by houfhold favours fed, 
Glean the hoſpitable hall. 


Sopha'd on the ſilken graſs, 


* 
” 


Cows with milky treaſures ſtor'd, 
Riſe to give the peaſant's laſs 


Sweets that crown the homely board, 


Cackling o'er the common wide, 
Greeting geeſe together bow z 

Swelling ſwans in plumy pride, 
Swift the ſhining ſurface plow, 


Waddling to the neighb'ring brook, 
Nature, nurſe of knowledge rude, 

Bids the fond maternal duck | 
Lightly launch her little brood. 


Feath'ry architects prepare 
Moſſy manſions on the ſpray : 

F lutt'ring thro' the yielding air, 

Chearful wing their buſy way. 
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10 MORN ING. 


Dairy duties rouſe the dame; 
Maids, at early mattin bell, 

Kindle quick the furzy flame, 
*Crackling in the crickets cell. 


Seated round the bubbling pot, | K 
Singing blythe the gipſey crew, 

Ev'ry frowning fear forgot, 
Friendſhip's pleaſures ſeal anew. 


Thoughtleſs wait they each event 
Time's commiſſion'd to impart, 
Dully happy taſte content, 
Health of mind, and eaſe of heart. 


Journ'ing conſtant with the ſun, 

Swift from clime to clime they raam ; 
Nightly, when the toil is done, 

Ev'ry barn is happy home. 


® The oven, 


EVENING, 


11 


KV RNINO. 


Noto came fill evening on, and twiliabt grey 
Had in her ſober livery all things clad, 


M:1LToN's Paradiſe Loſt. 


AND in hand the dancing hours 
Trip it jocund thro” the day, 
Smiling from their breezy bowers 


Kiſſing zephyrs come away. 


Swift the mirthſome moments run | 
 Crown'd with feſtive grace and glee, 
Till the ſoul inſpiring ſun 
Bathes his boſom in the ſea, 


Now he hides his flaming creſt 
Pillow'd in a fleecy cloud; 


Now in golden tiſſue dreſt 
Half emerging from his ſhroud , 


Faintly 


12 EVEN INS. 


Faintly darts a dying gleam, 
Where the babbling waters fall, 

Trembling o'er the !ipſing ſtream 
And the aged abby-wall. 


Near the turrets, and the tombs, 
Crazy ſtecples nodding high, 

Gothic arches, dreary domes, 
Low the lengthen'd ſhadows lie. 


Where the chaſm yawns aghaſt, 
Blinking owlets viſits pay, 

Hovering o'er the ruin vaſt, 
Croaking prophets bode decay, 


Now the ſolar taper ſinks, 


Now the parting ſhades expire, 
Now the Weſtern viſage winks, 


| Now the crimſon clouds retire, 


Sober ſandel'd Eve apace, 
Silent ſeeks her duſky way, 
Plaintive dews embalm her face 

Meek executrix of day, 


Homeward 


EVENING. 13 


Home ward plodding from the plough, 
Chearful haſts the whiſtling hind, 

Health illumes his honeſt brow, 
Happy mirror of his mind; 


Pleas'd his little liſping flock, 
All their winning graces try, 

Aſking from his humble ſtock, 
Savoury ſuppers ſweet ſupply. 


Poultry to the perch repair 
Or at nature' dear deſire, 
Fondly cluck their callow care, 
Coop'd beſide the cottage fire, 


Meaſures melting ſrom the ſpray 
To the tuneful thruſh belong, 
And the blackbird lends a lay, 


Siſters of the ſylvan ſong. 


Sighing ſoft the buſy breeze 
Wafts the ſound of curfew bell, 
Whiſpering to the aſpin trees 


Woes of widow philomel, 
Drowſy 


14 EVENIN G. 


Drowſy beetles urge their way 
Huming daylight's dying dirge, 

And the ſleepy ſcenes diſplay 
Half an image in the ſurge. - 


Now the bat in mazy flits | 
Wanders from her craggy cave, 


Meck ey'd Meditation fits 
Near the grotto and the grave. 


Nurſe of nature and the nine 
Dive me in thy depths profound 
Teach oh teach ! the muſe of mine, 
Friſking fancy's fairy ground, 


Lead me where the frozen fage 
Free from little minded care, 
In his hoary hermitage 
Woo's philoſophy the fair. 


She can lull my laſpſing breath 
She can crown its lateſt lee, 


Laugh of life, and ſong in death, 
Virtue is philoſophy. 


HAPPINESS 


15 


HAPPINESS, 


A 
v ISI ON. 


Humbly inſcribed to a tenderly reſpected 
YounG LADY. 


Dull ſleep inſtructs nor ſport vain dream in vain. 


Younc's Night Thoughts, 


OF T ſleep had footh'd the buſy breaſt, 
And toil receiv'd his penſion, reſt ; 

At day's deceaſe her wand convey'd, 

A requiem to the ſoul of trade ; 

The ſhepherd's bleating fund was told, 

Dun darkneſs cloak'd the fleecy fold, 

Silence was pillow'd on the plains ; 

While MoRPHEvs forg'd the filken chains, 
That rivet Reaſon to the cell, 
Where PEACE and EASE, his daughers dwell ; 


In 


16 HArPINVIESs, 
In faſcination's fetters bound, '4 ( 8 
A kind reprieve frail nature found, 4 TH 
For paſſion's proud rebellious race 5 f 56 
Were lock'd within his ſweet embrace. ce 
Fancy who needs no ſovereign balm, _ 
To urge her flight from charm to charm, - 
1 Alone reſerv'd a callous knee, = .. 
Defied the God, diſdain'd his fee ; 3 
| Pruning her briſk progreſſive pow'rs, _ 
ll! To ſeek exotick fruits and flow'rs. 5 
1 | As thus the fairy phantom flew, 40 
. An object ſtruck her raviſh'd view, T 
| Whole brilliant form, and looks benign, q 
| | Beſpoke her pedigree divine. c 
! | Entranc'd in joy, the curious maid 13 
ö b Th” etherial eſſence long ſurvey'd, © 
| Till breathing ſoft, ©* If right I gueſs, , 7 
1 Thy name, thy nature's HAPPIN ESG; = 
« So ſtrictly ſought by youth and age, E 
| “So fabled by the letter'd ſage; 4 
| ' „ So taught in philoſophic ſchools, 3 
Wl) So read in bright religion's rules, 7 
Sweet 4 
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% Sweet ſoul of Hope, how long in vain, 
« P've {trove to lift beneath thy reign, 


* 3, * bs 1 4 
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« Have meaſured many mazy miles, 


A 


« To court thy dear ſeraphic ſmiles ; 


Lg 


For know, my ſtimulative's fame, 
„Who more than venerates thy name. 


Oft has thy ſhade, in various way, 1 ö 
* Seduc'd my gentle feet aſtray; $ 
« At diſtance ſpread thoſe magic mines, | 1 
Good ſenſe reveals, the heart refines, 1 


« To lure by ſuch magnetic ſpells, 

« As credibility excells, 

« Then deign to bow a gracious ear, 
Alas ! you know (I ſpeak ſincere) 

« How wide ſoe'er I chanc'd to roam, 


La 


— 


* 


** 


«« Black diſappointment ſaw me home. 


« Since thus bewilder'd, and unſhod, 


c 


* 


Blind error's ſerpentine I trod, 


0 


* 


Celeſtial agent condeſcend 
ce to counſel fancy as a friend. 
« To thee what inſpirations giv'n, 
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<« Peerleſs epitome of heav'n ! 
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* But ere our ſpeech has ſocial guife, 
„With thy permiſſion Ill premiſe, 
That breathing whiſper's voice controul, 
And waft advice from ſoul to ſoul. 

Von clay clad creature of an hour, 
Whoſe brain's my incommodious bow'r, 
So cloſe by niggard nature fram'd, 

<< The dolt of darkneſs dullneſs nam'd; 
„Has long uſurp'd my mental ſphere, 
Egyptian darkneſs leſs ſevere. 

By day ſhe rules with horrid tate, 

„ Faſt locks and bars conception's gate, 

So cloſely guards th' intricate key, 

© That none but night can ſet me free. 
„No Sleep has ſcal'd her dungeon ſute, 
„And gives me leave to take a tour; 

« But ſhould ſhe wake! ſo ſoon to part, 

& Indeed 'twould crucify my heart! 

In brief, let flow'ry friendſhip tell, 

„ Where and with whom thou deign'ſt to dwell * 
„ Can bold Ambition's beaten road 
« Conduct to thy recluſe abode ? 


3) 
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Can 


AVIS IO. 


« Can honour wear thy veſt alone, 

« Or are thy truths to titles known, 
« Will riches bribe thee to the breaſt, 
« Has eaſe thy ſecret e' er poſleſt ? 


* 


«« To claim thy cordial confidence? 
«© Does pedant ſpeculation boaſt, 
« She knows the quickſands of thy coaſt 3 
May Faſhion, Follh's ſiſter ſue 
To gain a compliment from you? 
« Does meek content, auſpicious Fair, 
The fullneſs of thy fortune ſhare ; 
O ſolve thy much myſterious chart, 
« Does plenty hold thee at her heart ? 
I fear I'm rude, but, pr'ythee, ſay, 
<« Doſt thou inſpire the grave or gay? 
e Art thou the miſer's golden gueſt, 
* Enſhrin'd within an iron cheſt 3 
In hermits huts doſt thou repoſe, 
Or ſitt'ſt in princely portico's? 
Does freedom o'er thy feaſt preſide 3 
© To whom is W ally'd ? 
RY.» 
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Dare Health preſume, with pert pretence, 


Once 


Uo HarPlNEssS, 


% Once I conceiv'd, as now I do, 

Thy ſubſtance fed my varniſh'd view: 

« For Love (you, doubleſs, know the God; 
„ Whoſe dart can animate a clod ) 


So preſs'd the paſſions to obey, 


© 9 


» 


* 


« His tender, teazing, ſweeteſt ſway, 
That fancy's feet were free to rove, 

« Arcadia's garden, grot, or grove ; 

« Oer purling ſtreams enraptur'd fled, 

« And dream'd my tyrant Dulneſs dead. 

« But cool Contempt the wand'rer taught, 

& That Love, in vain, your friendſhip ſought ; 
« Sure, ſure you're coy ! inſtruct me why, 


& Patience ſhall pauſe 'till you reply.“ 


When thus the being from above, 

6 My motto's Univer /al Love. 

4 Conſolidated ſouls I ſcorn, 

& For man, immortal man was born: 
« In Charity a leſſon lies, 

„ Will teach the language of the ſkies 
& Pm often but the preacher's theme, 


„„The lover's boaſt, the poets dream. R 
£& ; ut 
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A VISION. 21, 

% But weak and wiſe, both youth and age, 

May trace me in the ſacred page 3 . 
Where Hope employs her golden pen, A 
& To ſcribe me on the hearts of men. F 
„For ſince my deputies were driven ö 
« From Eden's chryſtal clime to Heaven; 1 
„ I've furniſh'd down for virtue's bed, Fn 
« The patriarchal faithfuls fed, ö : 


«© The goed of all degrees are mine, 

My right's immortal and divine, , 

e Science may whirl her rapid car, | A 
© To trace my footſteps from afar ; 

«© The world, to tune her jarring ſphere, 

« May charm my tinſel thadow near; 

« But, as the bard does well declare, 

„ Im no where found, or ev'ry where,” 

She fled : and ere her laſt adieu, ö 


Affirm'd her proxy liv'd in YO U. a 
B 3 THE 


Heaven hath my empty words, 
Whilſt my intention, hearing not my tongue, 
Anchors on 1ſabel. 


SHAKESPEAR's Meaſure for Meaſure. 


W OUL D Apollo the parent of ſcience 
and ſong, 


With wiſdom illumine my lay ; 
Could I ſwell the ſweet notes that to tranſport 
belong | 
Could I baſk in his raviſhing ray ; 
Like paſtoral Spencer, or Mantua's ſwain, 
Inform the ſoft pipe, I ſhould till wiſh again, 


[ike 
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THR WIS H. 23 


Like a Newton the code of creation explore, 

And mazes almighty define, 

Could I fathom profound, to ſublimity ſoar, 
And develope each ſyſtem divine 

Anatomize Nature, her cauſes explain, 


I ſhould ſtill be unbleſt, I ſhould till wiſh again. 


The muſe of a Milton, the pen of a Pope, 
The records of Fame may enroll, 
With Shakeſpear, who gave fairy fancy a ſcope, 
And Lock who diſſected the ſoul. 
Tho? a judgment fo juſt ſhould embelliſh my 
{train, 


Could I rival their reeds, I ſhould fill wiſh again. 


Could I breath the ſoft feature, the glow and the 
grace, 
With the tints of a Titian compare, 
Should the glories of Greece to my "Jy give 
place, | 
Could I picture the charms of my fair ! 
Tho' Raphael or Rubens might juſtly be vain, 
I could not be content, and ſhould {till wiſh agan. 
B 4 Tho' 
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6 THe WIS ER. 


Thoꝰ the lay of my lips and my lute and my lyre, 
The harp of great Handel confound, 

Tho' harmony's ſelf a new heart ſhould acquire, 
And pain be entranc'd in the ſound ; 

In my muſical meod how I'd ſweetly complain, 


How I'd wiſh from my ſoul, I might ſtill wiſh 
again, 


Could my coffers diſplay all the gems of the Eaſt, 

Was my footſtool a mountain of gold; 

Would Ceres appoint me the lord of her feaſt, 

And plenty cafhier of her fold; 

While I graſp'd at the globe, my profuſion would 
| pain, 

I ſhould ſure be a wretch, and might well wiſh 
again, | 


Tho' like Alfred's, the father of freedom and law, 
My name be by Britons ador'd, 
Tho' kingdoms be kept, by my truncheon in 
mie, 
And their rulers ſubmit to my ſword, 
5 Like 


3 


e 


to 
. 
8 
4 * 
— 
on 
N 
3 
12 
V3»: 
RF. 
** - 
E 
* 
= 
- * 
8 
1 
* 
8 


2 
3 
"1h 

: i 
"7 
"4 


ov a 


THE WISE. 28 


Like Macedon's madman, could conqueſt main- 
tain, | 

I might weep for more worlds, and ſhould ſtill 
wiſh again, 


Could I boaſt of a victory greater than theſe, - - 
O'er the heart of Lucella prevail; 

Tho' my muſic could melt, and my poeſy pleaſe, 
And attention await on my tale, 

Some critic in love, will my conduct arraign, 

When I frankly confeſs, I ſhould ſtill wiſh again, 


I adore her, indeed, ſhe is all the day long, 
The theme of each thought that is bleſt, 
She's the pride of my pipe, and the ſoul of my 
ſong, | | 


* 


And my dreams in her image are dreſt ; 
Poſſeſs'd of her hand, if a wiſh could remain, 


By great Hymen I'd wiſh I might z&er wiſh 


again, 


RELIGION, 
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Without or far, or angel for their guide, 
Who worſhip God, ſhall find him. 


Younc's Night Thoughts. 


ATIL facred lamp! bleſt type of heav'nly 
flame 

By thee we trace the co- eternal name, | 

Who brought thy ſky-born truths to open day, 

When midnight error fled ſalvation's ray. 

In Scripture's page, where ſparkling precepts 
_— 

We view thee ſtampt with energy divine; 

Taſte tides of joy that never ebbing flow, 

Proclaiming heaven above, by heaven below. 

Immortal virtues ſmiling in thy train, 


Shall time and nature's monuments remain; 
Beyond 
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RELIOGIOX. Pp 


Beyond life's ling'ring ſphere tranſport the juſt, | 

Make atoms angels! deify the duſt ! 

Without thy aid to ſmooth this thorny ſpan, 

Without thy guide how blind the reptile man ! - 

Tho' nature's dark unfathomable maze, 

In reaſon's organ ſounds its ALPHA's praiſe ; 

By Thee alone we endleſs bliſs explore, 

Ere death has launch'd us to the elyſian ſhore. 

Be thou bright Godeſs ! thro this glimm'ring 
ſtage, 

Of youth conductreſs, the ſupport of age, 5 

Aſſiſt my clay cag'd ſoul from earth to riſe, 

Live above life, and emulate the ſkies ; 

With radient hope, mortality beguile, 

And bid affliction's furrow'd viſage ſmile, 

Oh ye who doubt, and doubting, dare deny 

Truths, without which 'tis more than death te 
die ; | | 

Ye minor heirs, of raptures moſt ſublime, 

Who waſte an heav'nly heritage on time, 

Be wiſe, be bleſt, attend her goſpel call, 


Whoſe fruits muſt fouriſh, tho” creation fall. 
; Say 
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28 RELIGION. 


Say ye, whoſe heads decline with weiglit of 
years, 

Where hoary time in ſnowy pomp appears, 

Who wade thro? ties to oraſp the idol ore, 

And makes religion centre in your ſtore, 

Will Death, proud Death, that's ambuſh'd in our 
frame, | 

Aw'd by thy pond'rous bags, renounce his 

C claim? | - 

Man meagre Mammon's million-making tribe 

Corrupt Corruption with a glitt'ring bribe ; | 

Your God“, alas] how impotent to ſave, 

Or gild the horrors of the yawning grave, 

Where duſt confounds in duſt 'the poor and 
proud, | 

And ermin'd honours dwindle to a ſhroud ? 

For empty joys, then, check your impious rage, 

And let immortal worth your minds engage; 


6 Gold, 


RRLIGI OX. Wow | 


To ſnatch from Juſtice the avenging rod, 
Religion calls ye with the voice of God; 
Points out the path almighty love reveal'd, 
And groaning Golgotha in darkneſs ſeal'd. 
Where God for ſinners life and light obtain'd, 


* 
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7 
* 

4 

* 
* 
* 


While death and darkneſs, death and Garkneſs 
£ reign'd, 
In love to man he triumph'd o'er the tomb, 
[Man doom'd to death, ere death revoked his 
doom) 


He roſe | he roſe ! his faints and martyrs ſaw, 
And felt his grace to ſanctify his law. 


THE 


Tux XX CHAPTER 


O F | 
PARAPHRASED. 


For the law was given by Moſes, but gra and 
truth came by Feſus Chriſt, John i. 17. 


Blotting out the hand writing of ordinances, that 
was againſt us, which was contrary to us, nail- 
ing it to his croſs, Col. ii. 14. 


HUS from the cloud the moral mandate 
broke 


When Iſrael's God in aweful accents ſpoke : 


| 


'T am the Lord thy God, who ſet thee free, 
And claim, unrival'd claim, the ſuppliant knee. 


II. 


N THE xx CHAPTER OF P 
; Let not thy hands mechanic ſhapes deviſe, 1 
L.ixke aught creation's boundleſs field ſupplies : | 
Thou ſhalt not kiſs the earth to things therein, * 
For I'm a jealous God, and viſit fin ; | 
Tuſtice ſhall ſcourge their ſeed who hate my ys Þ 
Adoring millions mercy ſhall repay. | 1 
III. * 
x Let thought be fetter'd, fin not with thy breath, a | 
"IR Who dares blaſpheme my name, endangers death. | 
| IV. 


Thy God commands that thou ſhalt ſacred keep 
His ſabbath- day, on which let labour ſleep; 
| Six thou ſhalt toil, then reſt as I've ordain' d, 
- : Sons, ſervants, aliens, all by thee maintain'd ; 
| For I the Lord, in fix creation crown'd, 
Then ceaſing bleſs'd, that homage might abound, 


V. 


Let ties parental, fillial love engage, 
That life's fair ſpring may autumn into age. 
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32 Exopus PARAPHRASED. 


VI. 
A brother's blood thy poignard ſhall not ſhed, 
; VII. 


Nor ſhall thy luſt defile thy neighbour's bed. 
VIII. 


Thou ſhalt not make by ſtealth illegal claim, 


XI. 


Nor ſalſly blight the bloſſom of a name. 


X. 


Thou ſhalt with envy no man's wealth behold, 


Content's a ceaſeleſs ſource, and bankrupts gold. 


Th' Almighty paus'd.— At diſtance Iſrael ſaw, 
And trembling heard the thunders of his law ; 
Then thus to Moſes rais'd the cry of fear, 
His will interpret, we are prompt to hear ; 


But let not God in ſpeech with us be found, 


Leſt inftant death's ingrafted in the ſound, 
Moſes reply'd, your God deſcends to try, 


And nerve your fear, leſt ſinning, ye ſhould die. 


Then 


Tre xx CHAPTER or 3³ 


Then ſtraight drew near the hallow'd cloud un- 
ſhod, 5 


Where dreadful darkneſs veil'd the preſent Gods 

Thus ſpake the Lord. This day hath Iſrael 
heard | . 

« How I, Jehovah, with their 'Tribes conferr'd : 

« Ye ſhall not worſhip Paſſion's golden ſhrine, 

« I claim the fervid heart, its pulſe is mine; 

« From earth-built-templesſhall your incenſe riſe, 

« And I, the Lord, will bleſs the ſacrifice; 

© But let your hands no ſculptut'd altars raiſe, 

« Nor prieſt pollute the pillar of my praiſe. ? 
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123 


Come gentle Spring, etherial mildneſs come, 


And from the boſom of yon dropping cloud, 
While muſic wakes around, veil'd in a ſbet r 


Of ſhadowing roſes, on our plains deſcend. 


Tromp3ox's Seaſons. 
| Eavenly harpers, ſiſters nine, : 
Since each harmonious note is thine, 
O! give the Bard to ſing; 
Apollo, patronize my lays, 
Attune a ſubject ſoul to praiſe 
Thy darling daughter S RING. 
- , , Charmi'd by thy enticing ſtrain, 
Widow'd Nature weds again, 


Though jealous Winter's cruel force 
Protracted long the fad divorce, 


SFRING. 23 
And ſtrip'd her jointur'd lands; 
Old Time, who on thy wedding-day, 
Firſt gave the blooming Maid away, 
Now reunites the bands. 
Sweetly chorus hill and plain, 
Nature is a Bride again, 


No more her boſom's ſteep'd in tears, 
No more her wither'd face appears, 
In vain would grief deſtroy ; 
Kind drizling dews anoint her head, 
With Beauty's bluſh her cheek is ſpread, 
And grac'd with gems of joy, 
Tepid breezes ſwell the ſtrain, 
Weeping Nature ſmiles again, 


Fair Flora's family perfume, 
With fragrant breaths her dreſſing- room, 
And furniſh tapeſtry too; 
Beneath the buſh the primioſe pale, 
Salutes the violet of the vale, 
Array'd in purple hue. 
Who can now from ſong refrain? 


Nature's nursry fills again. 
C 2 While 


36 SPRING, 
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While e'vry villa wears her veſt, 
In filken ſuit the lawn is dreſt, 
To dignify the day ; 
The hawthorn hedge ſhoots forth her leaves, 
With kind diſpatch a chaplet weaves 
I 0o bleſs the brow of May. 
Woods and groves no more complain, 
Naked Nature's cloath'd again. 


The twittling tenants of the bough, 

Each Valentine performs his vow, 

| Sweet bondage of the breaſt; 

| When duty calls the charmer home, 

Her marriage mate for crumbs will roam, 

Or ſing her cares to reſt, 

No more fhall wizard Diſcord reign, 
Nature is in tune again, | 


| The dove ſoft ſighing to the gale, 
In whiſpers wafts the tender tale, 
Meek mourner of the ſhade ; 
With cooing courtſhip zephyrs play, 15 
Or liſp their little loves away, 
To melodize the glade. 


Nature, 


SeR TNG. 
Nature, ghd, forgets her pond, L 
All is jubilee again. 


The ſtreams ſubſervient to thy will, 
Now lapſe in many a trickling rill, 
from frozen fetters free; 
In peaceful paths the courtiers creep, 
Or ſwift their ſedgy borders ſweep. 
To gain a kiſs of thee. 
Thy embrace diſſolves her chain, 
Priſon'd Nature's free again. 


To yoke the team, the ſoil prepare, 
Or tend his fleecy- coated care, 
The Peaſant plods the green; 
Where roſy-finger'd Health unlocks 
The balmy bleſſings of her box, 
To ſanctify the ſcene. 
Teeming treaſures wait the ſwain, 
Bankrupt Nature's rich again, 


Improve, ye Fair, the ſmiling hours, 
While SPRING exerts her tender pow'rs, 
C 3 
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38 SPRING; 


Soft ſeaſon of the ſoul ; 

Religion's lamp for ever ſhines, 

Tho' wintry age in duſt declines, 

And Nature ſeeks her goal. 
SPRING immortal blooms above, 
Ceaſeleſs ſource of boundleſs love. 


| NN | SUMMER, 


S UM M E R. 


From opening Fields of ether fair diſclos d, 
Child of the Sun, refulgent Summer comes, 


TrompsoN's Seaſons; 


F A REWE tumultuous City ſcenes, 
A while Apollo's daughter means 
To bid ye all adieu ; 
Content in leſs aſpiring flights, 
To celebrate the rural rites, 
That ſun-burnt ſwains renew, 


Let brilliant bards, who thirſt for bays, 
In ſonnets ſwell Lætitia's praiſe, 

Or court ſome patron Peer ; 
My honeſt Muſe diſdains a maſk, 
Prefers harmonious happy taſk, 

To liſp the laughing year, 
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40 SUMMER. 


Delightful theme ! to ſing or ſay, 
How fiſt the dayn, in dapple grey, 
Night's ſtarry mantle dies ; 
Till fring'd with purple, azure, gold, 
Aurora haſtens to unfold ' 
'The curtains of the ſkies. 


The tenant of the turf prepares 

To chaunt aloud her pious pray'rs, 
And hail the God of day; 

Creation rings beneath, above, 

With hymns of harmony and love, 
Sweet tenets of the ſpray, 


Reſponſive lowing thro? the land, 
The filly paſture-people ſtand, 
And laſh their dewy ſides 3 
Impatient 'till the tribute's paid 
To ruddy Kate, the farmer's maid, 


Who grains thcir milkey tides. 


An honeſt cag of home-brew'd beer, 


And ſcrip well ftor'd with favoury cheer, 


The 


SUMMER. 
The Mowers ſcythe ſuſtains; 
Who now to trim the matted mead 
His leather doublet doffs with ſpeed, 
Companion of his pains. 


The Verdure withering in the blaze 
Which now acordial viſit pays, 
Aſſumes a tawny mien; 
Till (blythſome birth) with merry feet, 
The daughters of the hamlet meet, 
To cloſe the buſy ſcene. 


With joke and ſong, from fide to ſide, 
The buſy fork and rake are plied, 

To make the harveſt ſure ; 
The jealous Bailiff ſauntering by, 
To keep with circumſpective eye, 

His Maſter's tythe ſecure. 


Cloſe penn'd beſide the pebbly pool 
(A tender claſs in Nature's ſchool) 
| The fleecy clan appears; 
Rudely compell'd by turns to lave 
Their woolly cloaks beneath the wave, 
To ſuit the Yeoman's ſheers, 
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42 SUMMER. 


Panting beneath the noontide ray, 
The linnet lifts 2 languid lay, 
In furzy brake conceal'd ; 
The beaſts to ſhun the raging beam, 
Aﬀect ihe ſhade or cooling ſtream, 
And defolate the field, 


The provident mechanic bee, 
With every ſweet of ſhrub or tree, 

Now loads his little thigh ; 
While fluggiſh drones in idle play, 
Buzzing the breath of life away, 
In giddy mazes fly. 


The truant ſchool- boy, naked ſtands 
Poiſing with cloſe uplifted hands, 


Then daſhes down the deep; 


While o'er his head in chearful chaſe, 
To ſkin the mirrors wrinkled vaſe 


The twittering ſwallows ſweep. 


Now Evening opes the village ball, 
Around *tis peacefull pleaſure all, 


SUMMER. 43 
Where love and laughter reign, 
With pot and pipe and tedious tale, 
The fathers of the flock regale, 
Till night returns again. 


Fain would the Muſe in friendly part, 
Impreſs this precept on thy heart, 
O Youth, attend her lay; 
That time records what's done or meant, 
And liſe, tho“ long and ſmoothly ſpent, 
1s but a Summer's day. 


AUTUMN 


r f N N 


Crown'd with the fickle, and the wheaten ſp ea, 
Mbile Autumn, nodding oer the yellow plain, 
Comes jovial on; the Doric reed once more, 


Nell pleas'd I tune. 


THrHomp3oN's Seaſons, 


1 vou ſweet Ladies of the lute, 
The Bard renews his humble ſuit ; 
To whom alone belong 
The pow'rs Parnaſſian to refine, 
Each modeſt Vot'ry of the nine 
With ſentiment and fong. 


Come thou, who bid the thrilling lyre, 


With mental minſtrelſy inſpire 


Thy dear adopted ſon ; 
w ho Nature's poliſh'd picture drew 
So juſt, the Goddeſs ſtamp'd it true, 
Bat thought each Grace undone ! 


®* THOMP3 0 Ne, 


Benignly 


” FA 


AUTUMN 


Benignly grant a gracious gleam, 

To ſketch the outlines of my theme, 
And make the burden bleſt ; 

So ha'ply may my pencil trace 

Some fav'rite feature of her face, 


In ſmiles autamnal dreſt. 


Soon as the am'rous Sun has kiſs*t 
From land and lake the mizzling miſt, 

And fairly written day, 
Around the ſprightly proſpect keaves 
The ſacred ſubſidy of ſheaves, 


That peace and plenty pay. 


Thick ſcatter'd o'er the burning (oi! 


The labourers ſtooping to the toil, 
Embrace the ruſt'ling blade. 


'Till Ceres mourns her modeſt charms, 


* 


r. 
— 


All raviſh'd in the reapers arms, 


And to the barn convey'd. 


To leaſe at length the ſtraggling ear, 
Affliciion's family appear, 


* 
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4 AUTUMN 

At firlt with timorgus hand ; 
Then o'er che ſtubble cloſely pry, 
Impatient for the poor ſupply, 

And glean the liberal land. 


Thick cluſt*ring on the ſwelling ſight, 

The bleſſings of the bough unite 
Pomona's magazine. 

The ſpeckled pipin, juicy pear, 

The powder'd plumb, and cherry's there, 
And peach with mellow mien. 


Slow trudging by the honeſt aſs 
What caravans inceſſaut paſs ; 
Their ſickles ſheath'd in ſtraw. 
To pitch their camp in diſtant fields, 
Where AUTUMN later labour yields, 
The tawny tribe withdraw. 


But now the Evening's ſofteſt ſway, 
Prepares to ſnuff the wick of day, 
And light the ſtarry dome : 
The Moon, to meet the ruſtic friends, 
M, ajeſtically meek aſcends, 7 
And honours, Harveſt- Home. 


AUTUMN. 

To rouſe betime the panting hind, 

See horſe and dog in league combin'd, 
Bound o'er the level lawn. 

Feaſting his rude unballow'd lips, 

In eager hafte, the huntſman fips 

Th' ambroſial breath of Mora. 


To take the covey by ſurprize, 
With cautious ſtep and curious eyes, 
The trailing pointer ſpeeds, 
Till ſpringing forwards, death to ſhun, 
Arreſted by the fatal gun, 
The pretty victim bleeds. 


To council met in middle air, 
Now plumy paſſengers prepare 

The paſport of the wing: 
In ſocial ſort debate a while. 


Then dart at once from Albion's Tile, 


And court a foreign ſpring. 


Alas ! how ſoon each viſta fails, 


Aſpiring hills and dimpling dales, 
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A barren waſte reveal, 


Save where the nibbling ewes are ſpread, 
To crop the clovers moiſten'd head, 
And pick the ſcanty meal. 


The verdure's ſummon'd to its grave, 
The willows weeping o'er the wave, 
A ſobbing dirge ; decay, 
The ſound the palſied aſp alarms, 
The elm bewails her withering arms, 


And ſighs the ſcene away. 


Thus gradual droops ſome gentle Maid, 

By Man perfidious Man betray'd, 
While tears in torrents flow ; 

The lovely mourner penſive pines, 


And every fading charm reſigns, 


A prey to wintry woe. 


WINTER. 


49 
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"Tis done ! dread Winter ſpreads his lateſt glaomt, 
And reign tremendous &er the conquer'd Year. 


TromPsoNn's Seaſons, 


Iſmantled Matron ! ſeaſon ſage, 
Awhile the mournful Muſe engage, 
To ſolemnize the verſe : 


The Muſe can beſt beſtow a tear, 
To weep o'er Vegitation's bier, 

And all thy mighty miſeries rehearſe. 
Thro' languid nature's cold diſhrivell'd veins, 
An epidemic fatal ſickneſs reigns, 


As Merit meets with melting eyes, 
When Envy's jealous cloud denies, 
A patronizing ray ; 

The air with wintry vapour teems, 
To intercept her guardians beams, 


And quench with chilling dews the dreary | 
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Debar'd O Sun! thy great palenje (kill, FA. 
Earth ſhuts her pores, and Nature's pulſe ſtands. 


Sad fight 1 each poor parochial plain, 
L defolations dull domain, 
Too too conſpicuous there; 
The heath's in hoary diſhabille, 
The moping mead, and wrinkled hill, 
| Her tempeſt tatter'd abject livery wear, 
Rude bellowing blaſts tranſport the direful tale, 


While frowning forreſts groan beneath the gale. 


Thus! thus! her rigid ſceptre's ſway'd, 
Hereditary honours fade, 

The landſcape's laugh is o'er ; 
Pale grief has pluck'd each glowing grace, 
That late was letter'd on her face, 

Decrepid Nature feaſts the ſight no more.. 
Rivers rebell ! Seas ſympathetic ſigh, 
And heave their billowy boſoms to the ſky, 


The verdant generations ſleep, 
Qblivions mantle buries deep. 


The 
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The foliage of the fields; 
No genial glance deſcends to cheer, 
No ſoothing ſounds ſalute the ear, 
No ſolitary joy creation yields, 
How ſad in ſoul the ſorrowing earth appears, 
Marring th' almighty muſic of the ſpheres. 


In peace the plough-boy builds his bed, 
W hile horror howling o'er his head, 
The looſening thatch aſſails; 
Sound flumbers on his lids alight, 
Beguiling raven hooded night, [vails, 
Thro' every wearied limb the charm pre- 


No ſhapes fantaſtic, fetter'd fancy forms, 
Nor heeds the whiſtling blaſt and clattering ſtorms, 


His cloak tight belted to his waiſt, 
The hoary Herdſman hies in haſte, 
To meet the muffled Morn ; 


Some en Siſterhood in need, 
With plain 
Diſtreſsfull numbers live along the lawn ; 
D 2 With 
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With meckeſt mien they lift an aſking eye, 
And court the crib for cheer the crops deny, 


Ye Woods your ſubjects haunts declare, 

Where dwells the finch, the blackbird where ? 
Is philomela fled ? 

Ves. Vallies weepingly aver, 

The loſs of harmony and her ; 
To ſofteſt ſeaſons, ſweeteſt woes are wed 

No choral bands from thorny thickets call, 

Alas ! *tis wretched recitative all, 


At length the floating floods ſubſide, 
And now to lull the tortur'd tide, 

The Froſt ſeverely fair 
Arreſts the current as it creeps, 
To laviſh chains condemns the deeps, 

And curbs the ruſhing Cataract in air. 
With cheerleſs ſplendor holds tyranic rule, 
Spangles each buſh, and petrifies the pool, 


Cloſe lock'd within its cold careſs, 


The Miller views with deep diſtreſs, 2 
The 


| WinTER, | 53 
The Ice impriſon'd wheel; 


Nor longer hears the merry clack, 
Nor dives within the ſinking ſack, 
To fleece with treacherous graſp the mea- 
ſur'd meal. 
Adventurous Youth the ſkimming ſcates provide, 
And o'er the {lippery ſurface ſwiſtly glide, 


By pinching penury betray'd, 

(O want is thus thy will obey'd ?) 
Deſpotic harſh decree |! 

The dear defenceleſs Robin ſums, | 

Her modeſt fuit for cottage crumbs, 


Wages of welcome houſehold harmony; 


Stretch'd on the Ruſtic's hearth the flutterer plays, ö 


And gladly ſhares his breakfaſt and his blaze. 


The idle Ox, and ſleeping fhare, 
The fallows ſtubborn ſtate declare; 
No more the glebe's ſubdued. 
How blank the fodder'd cattle croud ! 
The hungry Heifer lows aloud, [ food, 
Aud chews with heavy heart the taſteleſs 
D 3 The 


* 
vn 
£4 
p *2 
7 
* 
9 
4 
2 
oy 
| j 
. 4 
uh 
. 


K — 
4 — < 
— — 


84 Win TER, 
The Threſher's flails in mournful meaſures bound, 
While pigs and poultry glean the grain around, 


Now deepening o'er the dying Year, 
(Indulge O Muſe a parting tear, ) 
Sharp ſmothering Snows deſcend ; 
The ſtable rock and tottering tower,, 
All all proclaim the ſhivering ſhower 
While Nature ſtoops prophetic of her end. 
The Earth foregoes her vegetative powers, 
»Till Spring reſtores her foliage and her flowers, 


Thus link'd is Heavens almighty plan, 
Momentous metaphors of Man: 

See Suns and Seaſons roll; 
Creation's light and laws combine, 
To mark with emphaſis divine, 

The ſwift progreſſive ſtages of the ſou], 
In Spring we bud, In Summer bloſſom high, 
Mature in Autumn, and in Winter die. 


CAN DID 


55 
CAN DID COURTSHIP. 


Nen Love was Liberty, and Nature Law. 
Pope. 


FLORIM E I. 


I Daphne the pride of the plain, : 
Content to be Florimel's ſpouſe ? 
Can ſhe liſten with love to his ſtrain ? 

Is ſhe charm'd with the villager's vows ? 
The kidlings that browze on the rock, 
And the fleeces that bathe in the rill, 

Nay the all of my paſtoral ſtock, 


Believe me, is her's if ſhe will. 


D A P H N E. 
Good Shepherd, be artleſs and wiſe; 


Can ambition with meekneſs agree ? 


Contentment's the charter I prize ; 


No wealth has a virtue for me, 


D''4 »Tis 


86 CAN DID Cours fr. 
*Tis enough to be Florimel's wife, 

And duties domeſtic fulfill; 
Jam ſure I can love you for life, 


So I thank you, I thin that I will. 


FLORIME I. 


The Miſer his plumb may poſſeſs, 
The Sateſman his title and ſtar, 
Our cares and our crimes will be leſs, 

And ſha'nt we be happier far ? 
From fortune we'll brave each rebuff, 
Your ſmiles can adverſity kill; 

Your heart will be treaſure enough, 
And Þ']] keep it dear Daphne, I will. 


DAPHNE, 


My candour Coquets may deſpiſe, 
And Prudes may my paflion condemn : 
But innocence ſcorns a diſguiſe, 
And | hope Pm as modeſt as them; 
And, I think, if there's faith in the brook, 
Pm as fair as the Maid of the Mill; 
So F lorimel give me your crook, 
For in ſooth I'm determined I will, 


MAT RIM ON v. 
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MATRIMONY. 


Oh, Se is all tbat painting can expreſs, 
Or youthful Poet's fancy when they love. 


Rowe's Fair Penitent. 


I think the Sun, where he was born, 


Drew all ſuch Humours from him. 


SHAKESPEAR'S Othello, 


O W bleſt the Youth by ſober prudence led, 


Indulging dictates, natives of the heart, 
Some finiſh'd Fair of virtuous worth to wed, 


Untax'd by time her bloom can ne'er depart. 


Freed from that grave of hope, the frown of ſcorn, 


He quaffs rich diaughts from Life's melliflu- 


ent ſtream. ; 


Ambiguous Love no longer plants his thorn, 


Sweet ſocial Commerce gilds his mortal dream. 


Among 
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Among th' intemp'rate midnight, murd' ring race, 
Where foes to thought unbend the bow of 
cares, 
Kind Relaxztion ſcorns to court Diſgrace, 


Home, happy home, more ſacred joy prepares. 


There Pleaſure wears no ſpecious maſk of guile, 
From pois'nous aloes guards her copious bowl; 

There ſoft Affection crowns the boſom ſmile, 
And tunes the nuptial melody of ſoul. 


From guilty ſcenes, where brutal paſſion fires 
Impetuous youth, to fan th' unballow'd flame, 
He turns the ſcornful eye of chaſte defires, 
Nor wears his cheek th' obedient bluſh of 
ſhame. 


Domeſtic bleſſings cluſt*ring in his mind, 
Of pleaſing thoughts a fruitful harveſt yield ; 

Lach Japſing day ſome treaſure leaves behind, 
To ſtrengthen rigid Honour's faithful ſhield, 


Tho” humble fortune circumſcribe his fame, 
The? wrapt in dark oblivion's ſable veſt, 
Connubial gifts perpetuate his name, 
And grace the exalted triumph of his breaſt. 


In 
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In prattling pride his brooding eye ſurveys 

Th' authentic records of a father's care; 
Maternal fondneſs mutual hope diſplays, 

To rear their plants in Virtue's wholeſome air. 


Her ſenſe no ſuitor to the toilet's ſhrine, _ 
Diſdains the ſervile yoke of magic mode; 

In Duty's ſcience claims a praiſe divine, 
The fragrant breath of Flatt'ry ne'er beſtow'd. 


To train the liſping nurs'ry of ker knee, 
Inftructive tales the moral mint expand; 

As ſenſe matures, ſhe views with grateful glee, 
Progreſſive branches bloom beneath her hand. 


Should penſive thought, awake the tattling tear, 
For ſorrows paſt, or boding ills unborn ; 
He calms her griefs, he ſooths cach aching fear, 
And bids ſweet ſmiles her dimpling cheek 
adorn, 


If ſore oppreſs*d, by Fortune's keeneſt blow, 

A irowning world beſiege his heart around, 
She more than ſhares tli' immenſity of woe, 

And pours each lenient balſom in the wound. 


Should 
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Bankrupt in Hope, tho' treacherous Friendſhip 
fail, 
And Sorrow's ſurges laſh the beach of Thought, 
Her loyal love rebukes the adverſe gale, 
And calms. the paſſions into tempeſt wrouzht, 


Should pale-ey'd Sickneſs, hov'ring o'er his bed, 
From vig'rous Health demand the truſty keys, 

Her downy breaſt upholds his drooping head, 
Her anxious aid explores the dark diſeaſe, 


Widow'd in thought, ſhe views with weeping 
eyes, 
Liſe's low Exchequer erain'd of ev'ry joy; 
Prepar'd to take each ſymptom by ſurprize, 
E'er Nature's ſtarleſs night her hopes deſtroy. 


Should choice direct, and Heav'n be pleas'd to bleſs 
With Hymen's ſacred tie my ripen'd years; 

Some polith'd partner may my mind poſſeſs, 

To ſmooth this thorny pilgrimage of tears. 


Beauty that prizeleſs pageant of a day, 
Muſt with'ring own the wintry hand of Age; 
While Virtuous Senſe, ſuperior to decay, 
Shall ſtill illumine, and ſha!l Rill engage. 


4 THE 


OSTRICH, the VIPER, 


T H E 


OW L and the FOX. 


A PoLITICAL ALLEGORY:. 


Inſcribed to Mr. T. S. 


How green you are, and freſh in this old Fr 1d ! 
JOHN Hays you plots; the times conſpire with you; 


SHAKESPEAR's King John. 


CCEPT, dear Sir, a limping lay, 
Addicfy'd in Freedum's friendly way, 
To thy tuition, well I know, 
(Tho' much I want) how much I owe ; 
But ſtill, tho? Fancy's fund is ſmall, 
Have patience, and I'll. pay thee all;“ 


For 
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For Gratitude will ever honour 

Such bills as Flatt'ry draws upon her, 
Does Friendſhip leave opinions free ? 
May mental optics diſagree ? 

Are not the head and heart ally'd ? 
Thus reas'ning with myſelf I cry'd, 
This proof in point kind Scripture lends, 
That Job debated with his friends. 
But not preſumptuouſty to fire 

The man who ſtole Apollo's lyre; 
Diſguis'd in fentimental fable, 

I court your candour with a fable. 

By way of pennance for your ſins, 
Attend my ſong, which thus begins, 


The bird of chace, whoſe matchleſs ſpeed 
Will far out-ftrip the courſing ſteed, 
And challenges the panting wind, 

To leave her race-taught- feet behind 
Purſuing once her cy/tom'd way, 
Beneath the well trim'd lamp of Day, 
With curioſcty poſſeſt, 

She /umbled on a Viper's neſt; 


The 
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The reptile threat'ned loud, „and ſwore, 
« He'd ſting the firſt who forc'd the door; 
For 'twas a breach of Nature's laws, 

« 'To ſearch his cell without a cauſe ; 
„To break oblivion's ſacred ſea], 

Was treaſon gainſt the common weal, 
That never ſubject of the Sun 

« Had dare attempt what ſhe had done, 
Much more ſuggeſts to rouſe her feats; 

But ſtill the Oſtrich perſeveres, | 


And brings, at length, with ſtrong controud, 


The vagrant varl=t from his hole, 
Undaunted with the ſudden blow 

The reptile, wreathing too and fro, 
With fly bypecriſy began, 

To juſtify ſedition's plan, 

Proceeding thus. Preſumptuous bird, 
This black tranſaction ſhall be heard 

„ At that all equitable Bar, 

Where Juſtice ſets her ſearching ſtar ; 
But, baſe intruder, who art thou? 
pre ſum'ſt to plait an haughty brow ! 
« [laſt thou preſerv'd from ſpot or blame,. 
An ancontamiratcd name? 


„ De te 
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« Define it tenderneſs to truſt 

„Thy orphan'd cmbrio to duſt, 

% Becauſe the cordial Sun's embrace 

* Adopts thy half-begotten race, 
Perhaps to worſhip you aſpire, 

And proudly boaſt a ſolar fire, 

% But fool, this leſſon well rehearſe, 

„ Tho' foſter'd by a royal nurſe, 

« To him thou art no more ally'd 
Than all Creation's births beſide, 

] grant thoſe gaudy plumes you wear, 
“ The badge of Benefaction bear, 

« That length of legs may be preferr'd 

« To flilt you o'er each vulgar bird; 

e But do you feel the regal ray 

“ Emit his uſual ſhare of day? 

« As Winter wakes, your guardian flies, 
* And leaves you to inclement ſkies. 

c For ſtorms, tho' now you ſleep ſecure, 
May pluck your feath'ry furniture. 

« Then, Madam, be this maxim known, 
« When Fame's in queſtion mend your own.“ 
The baſhful Bird would fain have fled, 
But that the Worm her purpoſe read, 


And 
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And folding fetters round her feet, 
Prepar'd to thwart the wiſh'd r:treat. 
Rage, Scorn, Revenge, in league combin'd, 
O'er-ruled the council of her mind, 

Her eyes fierce creſted with a frown, 
Shot ſtern indignant light'nings down, 

But not to cruſh ſo mean a prey, 

She held th' inſulting wretch at bay, 
Replying quick, * Of, Viper vile, 

« Is this thy contumelious ſtile ? 

« Shall miſcreatits, ſuch as thou, reflect, 
« And treat fair names with diſteſpect? 
« You know your own by habit made 
«© Too dark for Sophiſtry to ſhade, 

« Then e're you looſe your venom'd tongue, 
Remember caitiff whence you ſprung z 
% Did not yon dunghill give you birth, 
« To crawl upon the lap of earth? 
„Thy abject ſtate in duſt deplore, 

« In Vice alone can Vipers ſoar, 

« Durſt thou condemn the ſolar fire 

« All Nature's family admire ? 

« What! can'ſt ſo ſoon forget the day, 
* You baſk'd beneath the royal ray? 
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© Ingrateful atom ! No reply, 

& But murmur, and you Dog you die.“ 
An Ow! of philoſophic mien, 

Who irom a neighb'ring barn had ſeen 

The conflict, thus the bird addreſt ; 

& You know Pm ſage Minerva's creſt, 

In Contemplation's ſober cell, 

„ By day how much I love to dwell, 

„ But when her window's ſhut and barr'd, 

« Night compliments me with a card, 

« To read her ſtarty treatiſe o'er, 

« And Wiſdom's weighty works explore. 

“ Jadgment, by many Moons matur'd, 

4c I'll deign to grant, but be aſſur'd- 

& Friendſhip with ſuch as thee I ſcorn, 

Thou flatt'ring Fool, addreſs and fawn | 

* As Satan ſaid of yore it ſeems, 


« Go tell your Sun, I hate his beams; 
&« As much | hate thy haughty race, 


& And dare prbnounce it to thy face; 

« Dye hope that ſuch tyrannic knaves 
Shall cruſh the free born into ſlaves ?. 
J learn what midnight plots you lay 
& To gall the people of the ſpray. 

« But while one drop of blood remains, 
F Within our rich illuſtrious veins, 
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te e' ſpurn thy yoke, and perſevere 
To pluck thy planet from his ſphere, 
<< Then all that ſwim, or hop, or fly, 
© Shall dwell with brother Bat and I.” 
«© What ragged Rogue art thou, my dear ?” 
Replied the Oftrich, with a ſneer, 
© Of what fraternity ? what ſect ? 
Pray, why this pompous dialect ? 
«© Doſt want a feather from my wing, 


© Thou envious, hooting, wretched thing? 
Sir, fleep contented in your hole, 


And let this cordial truth conſole, 

© Tho? Nature's conſtitution fail, 

« Thy native night muſt ſtill prevail.“ 
Here altercation had run high, 

But that a Fox, who prowling by, 

Perceiv'd the whole, thus interpos'd, 

„ *Tis time, my friends, contention clos'd. 

6 Madam, I judge your rank in life, 

& Condemns this mean inglorious ſtrife, 

« J grant your ſtation, chief of fowls, „ 

« Demands reſpect from Bats and Owls, 


«© But ftill when Error blinks at Court, 
«© Detraction riots on report, 


&« * Blind Bigottry becomes a Beau, | 
6 And homely ſenſe a Cicero, 


* Alluſive te the elegant enthuſiaſm of Junius and others, 
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Thou firſt aggreſs'd, Fair FreeJom bleeds, 

« And files a bill againſt your deeds, 

& In fact that reb-/ to Repoſe, 

That forge where fiery Faction glows, 

That plotting Belial who defies 

„The Legi/lature of the ſkies ; 

% Can claim no guardian in the laws, 

«© But being Council in a cauſe, 

« Where Freedom may ſupport her plea, 

« Diſdain his arts and ſet him frce. 

« Let Owls till hold their dark Divans, 

<< Thoſe ſplenetic Republicans. | 

«© But who to Paſſion's night can run, 

< That weighs the bleſſings of a Sun!“ ues 

Friends, Freemen, Briton's gen'rous, juſt and 
brave, 

We're yet no mourners o'er fair Freedom's grave; 

Traitofs to truth, a flow'ry tale may tell, 

Braſs ne'er grows current till it's poliſh'd well; 

Aﬀert your ſenſe, and future time will ſhew 

“ Falſe fame muſt wither, but the true will grow.“ 


PATIOTISM, 


G 


PATRIOTISM. | 


Vote who is liſi to hapleſs Albion, 
that, as a piliar, might uphold our Hate, 
That m 40 ride terror to our daring feen? 
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H! could the Bard accuſtom'd but, to ling 
In ſarage numbers, harmonize the ſtring, 
To ſtrains erb iſt the lofty lyre. . 
Or catch one ſpark of Inſpiration's fire, 
On poliſh'd pinions ſoar to ſeek a beam 
Sublimely bright, to dignify the theme, 
Did bold ideas grace th' illuſtrious lay, 
Some ſpeaking portrait ſhould thy charms diſplay» 
Inſtruct Ambition whence thy laurels riſe, x 
Bloſſom on eacth and autumn in Fhe ſkies. | l 
But infant ardors circum'cribe m plan, 
Eclipſe vaſt virtues, mortalize the man. 
With ſacred zeal to plead Britannia's cauſe, 
Religion, Commerce, Liberty, and Laws, 
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Nor vainly wiſe, nor negatively great, 
He joins the toilſome ſteerage of the State; 
Lab'ring to keep, thro? life's unſettled ſea, 

His conſcience, country, king, and kindred free. 
Unaw'd, unbiaſgd, unſeduc'd he ſtands, 

Like Abdiel faithful, midſt corrupted bands; 
Scorns, nobly ſcorns an ignominious alms, 

To penſion ſons or looſe his fetter'd farms; 
Meaſures, not men, oppoſes or defends, 

Purſues no party, and betrays no friends ; 
'From flaviſh minions fears no blind reproof 

His rhet'rick reaſon, all his dition truth; 
Builds no immortal merit on a phraſe, 

But duty dictates what his tongue obeys, 
Studious to raiſe, not diſſipate ſupplies, 

When grim Bellona's bloody ſtorms ariſe, 

No trade tax'd treaſure dares to miſapply, 

To foreign friend, or impotent ally; 

For medals, ſtatues, courts no giddy throng, 

+ Nor ſells an honeft ſyſtem for a ſong. 

When dove-like Peace her pleaſing palm extends, 
Natians unite, and hoſts with hoſts are friends; 
When fainting Commerce aſks her genial ray, 
And fickly Science ſceks the realms of day, 
This guardian ſaint, ſuperior to a throne, 
Adopts the dear deſertcd for his own ; 


From 
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From acts oppreſſive ſets his country clear, 
Repeals the bad and ſoftens the ſevere; 

On venal boroughs waſtes no golden ſhow” r, 
To purchaſe traitors, pellicans of pow'r 5. . 
No funds are fleec'd dark treaties to conceal, 
Nor needy nobles clog the common weal. 
His glowing heart muſt e'er the altar be 
Of boundleſs, blazing, bright philanthropy ; 
Suſtain'd by Virtue, Wiſdom's choſen baſe, 
His breaſt dehes, nay dignifies diſgrace. 
Informs with fire, like that Prometheus ſtole, 
A ſacred ſaint - lke ſenator of ſoul, 


Ez AVARICE, 


A V A R I CE. 


If thou art rich, thou'rt poor ; 
For like an Aſs, whoſe back with ingots bows, 
Thou bear thy heavy Riches, but a Journey, 
And Death unloadeth thee 


SHAKESPEAR's Meaſure for Meaſure, 


H E N Satan, fov'reign of the curſt, 
Drew off the Heav'n illumin'd duſt, 

From Virtue's ſweet controul ; 

To ſeal the conqueſt Hell atchiev'd, 

His fin luxuriant thoughts conceiv'd, 

This fever of the ſoul. 


His ſullen ſenate check'd debate 
With man's apoſtacy elate, - 

And hail'd the horrid birth, 
Grim Paſſion's hoſt in homage bow'd, 
With univerſal ycll allow'd, 

Pale Av'rice queen on earth. 


To 
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To whom the fiend, my daughter, g 
In Adam's ſons profuſely ſow, | 84 
Ihe ſeedsof vultur care; 
So ſhalt thou baffle promis'd grace, 
Secure Curruption's darling race, 9 * 


And won my ſceptre ſnare. 
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The hideous aſoect wing'd her flight, > 

Far from the dreary houſe of Night. 
Where Diſcord cliaks her chain ; 

Th' infernal embaſly obey'd, Str Ke! 

On human hearts inceſſant prey d. 


And.crown'd her father's reigns 


Amaz'd, each ſoft ſenſation flies, 
1cr pow'r diſſolves the tender tics 

Of Friendſhip, Duty, Love: 
The beg: ar'd breaſt but harbours woe, 
The mind ſtill gravitates below, 

Nor dreams of joys above. 


Tis thus the hoary-headed ſlave, 
When time ſtretch'd Nature asks her grave, 
. And ſick 'ning organs fail, 
By midnight lamp delights to pore, 
Counting his ſcorpion curſes o'er, 

That load Aſliction's ſcale, 


74 AVARICE. 


In hidden heaps his riches ruſt, 

The plenteous draughts increaſe his thirſt, 
Monopolizing pain ; 

In vain the weeping widow's pray'r, 

No ſforrow'd ſons his bounty ſhare, 
The orphan, pleads in vain, 


Not ſo the man in poor degree, 
His mind is calm, his ſoul is free, 
Is free to fink or ſoar; 
If Heav'n affords him eaſe and health, 
He feels no poverty of wealth, 
Contentment asks no more. 


76 
A 
THUNDER STORM. 


Let the great Gods 
That keep this dreadful pother wer our heads, 
Find out their Enemies now. Tremble thou wretch, 
That haſt within thee undivulged crimes, 
Unwhipt of Juſtice! | 


SHAKESPEAR'S King Lear, 


999 ſickning ſcene ! Creation's light 
Behind yon fable ſhroud retires, 
Gives Heav'n the wrinkled brow of Night, 
Ere Day with hoary age expires. 


From Eaſt to Weſt, in dread array, 

The clouds, commiſſion'd from on high, 
Great Nature's hallow'd ſoul obey, 

And gloom the concave of the ſky, 


Forewarn'd 


— 
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Forewarn'd by inſtinct's tender care, 


Her plumy pupils check their ſtrains, 
To ſhelt'ring thickets Trait repair, 


Depopulating diſtant plains, 


The mutt'ring Thunder ſtrikes alarm; 


The clouds big ſigns of ſorrow weep 
To reach the neighb'ring friendly farm, 


The fear- ſtruck ſhepherd quits his ſheep. 


«Behold the tawny ſons of toi! 


Suſpend the labours of the fields : | 
Where Ceres crowns the teeming foil 


With ev'ry bleſſing plenty yields. 


Alike in doubtful darkneſs lie, 


The fr- crown 4 hill and gloſiy green; 3 
All Nature drooping ſeems to ſigh, 


Prophetic of the ſolenin ſcene. 


Jo wake the finner's ſleepy ſoul, 


The vivid flaſhes ghaſtly glare; 
Long peals cf rattling Thunder roll, 
And ſhake the tempeſt troubled air. 


Now 
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Now ruſhing cataracts deſcend 
To calm tbe elemented fray ; | 
The golden ſheaves of harveſt bend, 
And fruits in rich confuſion lay. 


The pool expands its narrow ſpace, 
With. circling ſurface ſwiftly ſwells, 
O'crflows its native pebbly vaſe, 


And through the mead with rage impels, 


Grim Deſolation waſting wide, 

Now ſtretches forth her iron hand; 
Exulting views th' impetuous tide, 

And drives her ploughtaare.o'er the EY | 


See, ſee | yon ivy-mantled oak 
Like ſome gigantic hero fall ; 
Nor waits the woodman's wearied ſtroke, 


But fhiv'ring ſheaths the flying ball, 


And hark ! that voice arreſts my ears, 
Which firſt proclaim'd th* Almighty will; 
From Chaos call'd the ſparkling ſpheres, 
The Oracle of Sinai's Hill. 
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To me it ſpeaks 2 breathing duſt, 
Invites my heart intomb'd in ſin, 
To ſeek the portion of the juſt, 
And wreaths of deathleſs laurels win. 


And ſhall I not the call obey ? 

Shall mornleſs night my ſoul confound ? 
O God, ſtrike terror deep to day, 

While Heav'n and Mercy's to be found. 


So when the death-dethroning peal 

Shall ſummon Nature to her tomb, 
May thou affix ſalvation's ſeal, 

And ſnatch me from the ſinner's doom. 


The Storm ſubſides; the Sun appears; 
The vocal woods their charms dif play ; 

Like Beauty ſhrine more bright in tears, 
And ruſtling wait the cloſe of Day, 


THE 


Inquiſitive Shepherds. 


Grace was in all her ſteps, Heaven in her exe, 
In every geſture, dignity and love, 


M LTON, 


DAM ON. 


E paſtoral poets and ſwains, 
How pleaſant the tidings I bring, 
Lucella reviſits your plains, 
Whoſe preſence is ſweeter than ſpring, 
PI engage *tis a frolickſome trip 
From the regions celeſtial above, 
For I'll wager my pipe and my ſcrip, 
Lucella's the Goddeſs of Love. 


DORCUS. 
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The nymph whom your boſom alarms, 
I met ip the bloſſomy bowers, 
What raptures are due to her charms ! 
I preſented a chaplet of flowers, 
Complacency beam'd in her face, 
Her manners are meek as the dove, 
She ſilenc'd my ſuit with a grace, 


*T was the grace of the Goddeſs of Love. 
CU 1-1, 


I breath'd on my languiſhing lute, 

She graciouſly lent me an ear; 
I. proffer'd the choicelt of fruit, 

She accepted the hoon of the year; 

But when J my pailion confeſt, 

She aſſur'd me ihe dar*d not approve ; 
My heart all the Goddeſs conteſt, 

But, LI fear, ſhe's no Goddefs of Love. 


DAPHNTIS 


This morn, as I piſs'd by her cot, 
I baſhfully bow'd to the maid, 


Gentle Shepher'd (ſhe aſk'd) have you got 
My little cade lamb, that has ſtray'd? 
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I reply'd, if ſhe'd grant me a kiſs, 
In queſt of her darling I'd rove, 
She bluſh'd a rebuke to my vliſs, 
So ſhe can't be the Goddeſs of Love. 


ALEXIS. 


The fair one I met on the plain, 
What a fooliſh unſortunate elf, 

T bid her attend to my rain, 
You know I'm ſimplicity's ſelf, 

I ſaluted her hand by ſurprize, 
She fled to the myrtle alcove; 

She's Diana, I grant, in diſguiſe. 

But I vow ſhe's no Goddeſs of Love, 


DAM O N. 


Indeed, ſhe's a Goddeſs indeed ? | 
O, where can her equal be found? 
Come ſtrike up the ruſtical reed, 
And let paſtoral ballads abound ; 
And ſince, my dear lads, we agree, 
Her mind is related above, | | 
Till I find ſhe's as mortal as me, 
I' ſwear ſhe's the Goddeſs of Love, 
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AN 


Anacreontic Ode, 


— She whom 1 love. 
Doth give me grace for grace, and love for love, 


SHAKESPEAR's Romeo and Juilet. 


Rithee, Muſe, indite a ſong, 
Merry Maiden come along, 
Oh! the joys your ſmiles impart, 
Raptures ruſhing on the heart 
Oh ! the themes that you inſpire, 
Liſping on the laughing lyre ; 
You can frolic, you can ſing, 


You can charm the trilling ſtring, 
| You 
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You can drive from day to day, 
Thorny thoughted Care away, 
Every wiſh is full of thee, 
Every thought complacency. 


Yes I own thy magic meaſures, 
Theſe are tranſports never cloy. 
Oh, the treaſures ! Oh the pleaſures ! 

All is laughter, love and joy, 


Sweet the minutes of the morn, 

When thy pretty pencil's drawn, 

Sweet the roſy hours of noon, 

When thy golden harp” in tune; 

But when ſober eve ſucceed, 

Then thy ſmile is ſwect indeed! 

Then to thee I pay my vow, 

On the rural mountain brow : 

Liſt 'ning to the drooping dove, 

Carol life, and carol love; 

Prithee, Muſe, deſcend, deſcend, 

Prithce, deign to greet a friend, | 
F 2 Kindle, 
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Kindle, kindle, ev'rv line, 
Heav'nly animati6n's thine; 
And embelliſh ev'ry part, 
Meditation's meed thou art. 


How my bufy heart is beating, 
Fairy fields my mind employ, 

Gladſome greeting, merry meeting, 
All is laughter, love and joy. 


Bleſs me ! what a ſylvan ſcene ! 
Ruſſet heaths and meadows green ; 
Now a rill and now a rock, 

Here a farm and there a flock ; 
Viſtas, rude of-cave and cots, 
Sunny hills and cooling grots, 
Charms of ev'ry ſhape and hue, 
Strike my viſionary view! 

Fenny marſhes, daſy'd lawns, 


Foreſts, fountains, flying fawns, 


Furzy commons, ſimple ſpires, 
Sbady lanes and gipſy fires, 


(| 
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Clover carpets, ſcatter'd cows, 
Barns and ricks, and barley-mows, 
Groves and orchards, gardens, ſtreams, 
Laughing lads and tinkling teams, 
Woodlands wild and bloomy bow'rs, 
Bluſhing buds, and ſcented flow'rs 
Bleating lambs and lowing herds, 
Chirping inſccts, ſinging birds, 
Pleaſure's paths, and plenty's plains, 
Merry nymphs and jolly ſwains, 
All is harmony and love, 


All below and all above. 


Bleſs me, what a viſion this is! 
Ruſtic lovers kit and toy, 
Balmy blifles, cordial Kiſſcs, 


All is laughter, love and joy 


Whoſe is yonder haughty dome? 
Is it not Avaro's home; 
Theſe plantaricns, {ir © view, 


Are they not Avar's too? 


bo ＋ 
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He's a Prince in ſtate and pow'r, 
He's a Nabob in his dow'r: 
Fortune's falſe as well as blind, 
He's a beggar's heart and mind, 
Does he dare opprefs the brave ? 


O the narrow-notion'd flave ! 
Diſmal thought his ſoul affrights, 


Days diſtreſs'd, and horrid nights: 
Never in a placid hour, 

Has he felt the Muſe's pow'r; 
Never in paternal ſhade 

Has invok'd thy happy aid ; 
Never urg'd the hours along, 
Solac'd with a Sylvan ſong 
Never dar'd thy truths define, 
Sing of Nature and the Nine: 
Let him boalt the pomp of kings, 
Death has darts, and time has wings ; 
Call Peruvian mines his own, 

Let me boaſt of thee alone ; 

m more richly bleſt than he, 


Peace my principality 3 


He 


= 
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Be he great in land, in wood, 
I'm as great as I am good. 


Fancy firing, fancy fit ing, 
What can theſe dclights deftroy ? 
All admiring, nought requiring, 
All is laughter, love and joy. 


Have I not a fund of health, 
Little. little. little wealth 

Be it ſo, ep fecure, 

I've a pœuny for the poor; 

I've a tear for foes diſtreſs'd, 
And a philoſophic breaſt; 

* Seldom borrow, never lend, 
I've two coats, and P've a friend, 
Laughing leiſure, chatty pow'rs, 
Merry tales and ſocial hours ; 
I've no Duns with horrid peals, 
I've no Bailiff at my heels, 


For reaſons moſt cogent, 
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Pve a poem for the preſs, 

Books ſome dozen, more or leſs. 
Tho' my table ſoon is ſpread, 

Am I not by Fancy fed ? 

What is Common- Council fare, 
'Turtle-feaſt and noddiag chair? 
Meals are light and ſpirits free, 
Deareſt Muſe, when I have thee ; 


Happy, happy, happy he, 
Loving and belov'd of thee, 


Hence diſtrefles, come careſles, 
Love ſhall every hour employ ; 

Oh, it bleſſes ! How it bleſles ! 
Love is everlaſting joy. 


THE 
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Ye fairy proſpects, then, 
Ye beds of roſes and ye boerse, joy, 


farewel ! 
TrompsoN's Spring. 


LL, in the filent hour of night, 
When luckleſs lovers ſtray, 
To nurſe their cares in ſimple plight, 


And weep thoſe cares away. 


When Fairies foot it, o'er the graves, 
And dance in myſtic rings, 
While echo winks in corral caves, 


As Philomcla ſings, 


; a Intruſion 
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Intruſion ſweet ! a Moon beam broke 
Where Flora's children laid, 
And kindly kifs'd the ſleepy folk 


Soft glimmering thro” the glade. 


And feebly checquer'd Damon's face, 
Beneath the willow- tree, 

Whoſe cheek bewray'd his cruel caſe 
So piteous pale was he. 


For why, he lov'd a beauty bright, 
And weo'd her virtucs long, 

But tho? ſhe gueſs'd his meaning right 
She ſeem'd to think him wrong. 


He vow'd her praife inſpit'd his lute 
And grac'd his ſimple ſong ; 

Then wherefore could the maid be mute, 
Unleſs ſhe thought him wrong? 


To gentle themes of love diſtreſt, 
The fair had liſten'd long, 

But when his bafhſul ſuit he preſt 
She ſigh'd tis very wrong, 


And 


THE RErvULSE, yt 


And reaſon'd well and wiſely taught 
And ſooth'd the ſwain's concern; 

But how ſhe prov'd his love a fault 
Indeed he could not learn. 


So many a throb eſcap'd his heart, . 
Full many a tear his eye, 

He ſmote his breaſt in plaintive part 
And thus was heard to ſigh. 


THE 


THE 


DESPONDING BARD. 


Flow widow'd every thought of every joy ! 


YouNG's Night Thor 


8 OF T enchanting peaceful plcaſures, 
Dear deluſions, whitker fled ? 
Vain are all your magic meaſures, 
Muſic cannot ſooth the dead. 
Why I weep, and why I pray, 
Let my lov'd Lucclla ſay. 


Nought can lull my deep diſtreſſes, 
Nought but death diſſolve my chain 


Vain are Friendſhip's kind careſſes, 


Tux DesvoxDING BAR D. ol 
Yes, her winning virtues vain, 

Why has Friendſhip ceas'd to bleſs? 

Can't my ſweet Lucella gueſs ? p 


Such the anguiſh Love infuſes, 
Not the viol, nor the lute, 
Nor the more melodious Muſes 
Can its Vue ſorrows ſuit, 
Why 1 waſte the guſhing tear, 
Wont Lucella deigu to hear? 


Once I ſeiz'd the bleſt occaſion, 


Pafſion breath'd the gentle tale; 


Still he ſcorn'd my poor perſuaſion, 
Still ſhe lets the world prevail. 
Vhy my boſom's doom'd to bleed, 
Can Lucella laugh and read? 


Pity, pardon frantic fallics, 


O forgive my forrow'd ſong, 
Shield me, ſhield me, woods and vallies, 
Dreams of peace to thee belong. 
Groans and graves ſhall grace my theme, 
Patience ! can the tortut'd dream ? 


—— — — 
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Near ſome willow kifling waters, 
Let me ſeek the cypreſs ſhade ; 
Far from beauties cruel daughters, 
Far from each inconſtant maid ; 
Wake to woe my languid reed, 
Preſs a turf and die indeed. 


THE 
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All Nature fades extinct; and foe alone 


Heard, felt, and ſeen, prjſeffes ev*ry thought, 
Fills every ſenſe, and pants in every vein. 


Tnoursox's Spring. 


E huſh'd my heart, nor thus deplore, 
Tis paſt; perhaps we meet no more, 
Can ſorrow bring relief ; 


No more? good Heaven! for ever part? 


For ever! O diſſolve my heart, 
And drench my eyes with grief, 


Indulge 


„ 
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Indulge the ſigh, the ſob, the tear, 
Embalm the lovely fond idea, 

Till thought forget to glow ; 
Obedient own tyrannic love, 
Has tranſports for the bleſt above, 


| But tortures life below. 


This poignant pang without a name, 
The horrors of an hopeleſs lame 

Subdu'd by time may ceaſe ; 
O, no, I muſt, I dare endure, 
My ſoul's too ſick to court a cure, 

Too charm'd to ſeek relcate. 
1. 

And muſt I ne'er forget or know, 
A reſpite from almighty woe ? 

O love the wiſh forgive > 
Forget my charmer ! Paſſion why? 
Let, let the baſe ſuggeſtion die, 

Or let me ceaſe to live. 


Each day I'll pine in rural ſhade, 


The wood, tlie grove, the grot, the glade 


Shabl 


Tu ApiEu. 
| Shall witneſs to my care, 
Each night in ſome ſequeſter'd cell, 
PI! fing of woe with philomel, 
And banquet on deſpair. 


Peace Reaſon, peace, your ſaucy plea, 
Was not my flame improv'd by thee, 
A paſſion of the mind ? 
What ſtoic breaſt has t'er withſtood, 
AGRACE, ſo exquiſitely good, 
A VIRTUE, ſo tefin'd. 
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Pillicock fat upon Pillicoct- hill; hallos, hallao, 
Hallos ! 


SHAKESPEAR's King Lear, 


* ES, Flora's the princeſs of poſies, 
Who ſcatters my pillow with roſes; 
Mother Mab is the queen of the fairies, 
And Luna ſhall light her vagaries, 


When firſt my ideas were addled; 
In the fount of Caſtalia I paddled, 
To fiſh for a fanciful dream; 
Toib'd by night and by day, 
For a ſprig of green bay, 
| And div'd like a duck in the ſtream, 
In rhime how the bard fiddle faddled 
When fuſt his ideas were addled. 
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I love my love with an A; and fo 
My reſpects wait on good daddy Priam; 
Tell the grey bearded boy 
As he trotted thro” Troy, 


He was ne'er in ſuch flames as now I am. 
And ſo and ſo and fo. | 


That beggarly knave's a baſhaw 
Apollo's a piper in place, 
Endymion's ſerjeant at law, 
And Mercury ſerjeant at mace, 


Home to Abbyflinia fly, 
Frozen-finger'd Charity, 

Need Avarice a dog and a bel] ? 
Old Pluto ſhe'II find by her ſmell, 


I fay, nor death nor hell ſhall *fright, 

Nor guilt the ſoul appal, | 

When king Belſhazar reads aright 
Who charaCter'd the wall, 
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And may ſhe not love me again ? 
Steep, ſteep me in Styx, 
And will ſne not love me again? 
Steep, ſteep me in Styx, 
And my miſeries mix. 
Come Vulcan and rivet the chain. 


Who cares tho' philoſophers prate, 
That a ſtoick's forbidden to feel; 
Achilles may brave lady Fate, 


But muſt die with the wound in his heel. 


She flies me, no rain deer is fleeter, 

She comes, no May morning is ſweeter ; 
With a cup of ambroſia Þ'll treat her, 
Nay, ſaddle a ſun-beam and meet her, 


Diana's hounds are barking, 
Yon bare- foot fryar is haxking, 
Nor fear Acteon's ſate ; 
Abſolution's a ſop, 
Suits Cerberus's chop, 


And may uſher his ſoul at hell gate. 


Sing 
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Sing merrily lads,” ſing merrily, oP 
Here's a penny-weight of patriot love, 
Self-intereſt a ton, and above. 


Here's the right of an orphan—let's ſhare it'; .. 

Here's a wheat ſtraw to boot, 

For-a chance yl 2 tit of 2hier 5 ef 1h 
And a cap that will fit all who wear it. 
Sing _— lads, ſing mercily. az 

: 1 
Tho' Jafumy bloſſoms. Fair fame. is ns blight. 19 

Surely no, ſurely no, ſurely no, [night, 
Nor is friendſhip a glow- worm, to ſhine i in. che 

And a begging we will So, wall 80, will go, 


* 
And a begging we will go. 


OF, off, off, off that hypocrite diſguife, 
Down, down to duſt, ye heav n inſulting eyes, 
Nay prithee now come to dinner, * 

Why faft, puritannical ſinner? 
Your ſtomach may int, 
With the meal of a ſaint, 
Go, go, you're a ſan#ifed ſinner, ; 
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Vour garment is knaw'd by the moth, 
Wich the blood of the martyrs 'tis red; 

Brother Beelzebub wove ye the cloth, 
Superſtition found needle and thread. 


Ha ! ha ! what fo ſoon in diſgrace, 

I dreamt that you'd forfeit your place » 

Here, harkee fellow; how, is juſtice dead! 

I ſaw you ſteal the loaf, *twas merit's bread ; 
Who ſays, the fair conceals her baſh ful fears, 
Hark, forward lads, we'll trail her by her tears, 
-She's a proverb of ſcorn, and a ſcandal, 

And has got neither kirtle nor ſandal, 


See, look, mark yonder avaritious elf, [ſhelf ; 

Whoſe peace is pawn'd, whoſe ſoul's upon the 

For ſhame ! for ſhame ! and dares the villain 
laugh, | | 

Blaſpheme his God, yet idolize a calf ? 

Oh! I could groan, to ſee devotion paid 


To Dreſden lace, fur gowns, and rjch brocade. 
. For 
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For Mammon's duſt, to human duſt he kneels, | 

Jove, where's your blaſting bolts, your racks, 
your whips, your wheels ? 


Let that ſplenetic aſs, Ariſtotle, | 1 
Mark the ebb and the flow of the ſea 
.Let me fathom the tide of the bottle, 


Tis ſcience ſufficient for me. 


— . — — 
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FRAGMENT. 
The cloud- capt Towers, the gorgeous Palaces, 
The ſolemn Temples, the great Globe itſelf, 


Yea, all which it inherit, Mall diſſolue; 


And, like the haſeleſs Fabrick of a Vifiong 
Leave not a wreck behind ! 


SHAKESPEAR'S Tempeſt. 


EE in a deſarts dull ſequeſter'd gloom, 
In infant time a reverend Derviſe trod; 
ont his ſands, deſiherate his doom, 

His path was Natüre, and his pillow God. 


In youth, he learnt the world was wond'rous vain, 
That coy Contentment ſeldom ſojourn'd there, 
He fled the world from pafſion and from pain, 


In ſilence ſought himſelf and found the Fair. 
He 
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He tearnt, that pleaſure was a ſpecious theme, 
He learnt, that wealth did not to gold belong, 

He learnt, that love was all a flatt'ring dream, 
Friendſhip a farce, ſincerity a ſong. 


He felt the abject poverty of pride, 

He found philanthropy a fable fair ; 

T hat fraud to honeſty was near ally'd, 
Treach'ry a trade, and piety a pray'r. 


The court, thecam p, the ſenate-houſe he ſought, 

| Solv'd ev'ry ſcience, each refinement woo'd; 

Still peace deny dea patronage, to thought, 
Who tunes her heav*aly harp in ſolitude, 


Till taught, that life was darkneſs and diſtreſs, 
A doubt, a breath, a paradox, a ſpan ; 
An antique Abbey form'd his lone receſs 


From vice, from woe, from vanity and man. 
| 1 
Round where this rude religious relic ſtood, 


Grim Deſolation dull dominion kept ; 
In mournful murmurs ooz'd à ſleepy flood, | wept. 
Which oziers iigbing ſooth'd, while willows 


Near proud pilaſtres nodding to their fall, 
Stupendous ſtones in ſhatter'd fragments lay; 
Stooping to duſt the venerable wall, 
In wint'ry veſt was vaniſhing away. 


In 


2 


In vain the ivy clit) with fond embrace 
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The turret tvttring on the time- ſtruck tow'r, 
The ſrowning favric bowing; to its baſe, _ 


Obedient own the periecuting power. 


Prave fretted roofs that lately ſcal'd the ſky, _ 
The aged architrave and ſculptur'd freeze, * 
Euch hoary hononr trembl'd from on high, [breeze. 
Each moſs-clad moulding quiv'ring with the 


No pealing anthems (hook the palſied pile, 
A ſacted ſilence ſway'd ſupreme around; 
Save when ſome ruin, woke the echoing iſle, 
Fach dreary vault rchears'd the ſullen ſound. 


Save when the owl, of melancholy mien, 
In midnight mop'd the horrid hours along, 
Diſturb'd by fits the ſadly ſolemn ſcene, 
Hooting her ſavage ſolitary ſong. 


Oft when the moon, pale poliſhing the night, 
Thro' ev'ry chink a languid luſtre ſhed ; 


Calm contemplation would the ſage invite, 


To learn the living lectures of the dead. 


Death's clay- cold college, one poor claſs ſupply'd, 
In ſpeculation each degree he took, | 
His 17u/e was virtue, wiſdom was his guide, 
Fach tomb a Tutor, and each bone a Book. 
| Huge 
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* * * 


Huge fractur'd arches, crazy-caverns deep, talk, 
Where mutt'ring winds in growling accents 
Where dewy damps, and pois'nous vapours weep, 
Imperfect ſpells, and uncouth whiſperings walk. 


Where oncce the chiſſel breath'd the bold deſign, 
The ſculptors pride, and adoration too 

Vile toad-ſtools ſprout, and noxious adders twines 
And ſculls and coffins glare confeſs'd to view. 


There wrapt in thought, by flames ſeraphic fir'd, 
His kindling heart would thus in duft adore ; * 
oO thou whoſe hallow'd breath my foul inſpir*'d?” 
A proſtrate worm. Cetera dejunt. g 
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Behold the Child by Nature's kindly law, 
Pleas'd with a rattle tickled with a flraw : 
Some livelier play-thing gives bis Youth delight, 
A little louder, but as cmpty quite : 

Scarfs, garters, gold, amuſe his riper ſtage, 
And beads and pray'r books are th: toys of age : 


Porx's Eſſay on Man, 


CYNCE more th' unletter'd Bard, eſſays to ſing, 

The blights and bloſſoms of the human 
ſpring, 

At Nature's bar, ſubmitting fancy's plan, 

To paint in part th” anatomy of man. 

Deign mighty Miſtreſs to pervade the whole, 

Aſſiſt a ſimple ſection of the ſoul, 

On thee alone thy handmaid's hopes recline 

To guide her guiltleſs thro? this dull deſign. | 

When 
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When reaſon's ray confirms the mental morn, . 
And care begins to cultivate her thorn ; 

Lo various wills by various objects caught, 

As paſſions publiſh thro? the realms of thought, 
Which now unmaſt'd in genuine ſhades appear, 
Harſh, gentle, generous, ſordid, or ſevere. 
Inſpir'd with God-like glory's fierceſt flame, 
HoNoRIO's panting boſom thirſts for fame, 
Fir'd with the lingering fate of hapleſs Troy, - 
Great HecToR's ardor blazes th:o* the Boy; 
AcHiLLEs, Ajax, charm his foul by turns, 
In Youth's hot pulſe the martial fever burns, 
In mad'ning mazes ſhoots from vein to vein,” 
Swells the big heart, and riots thro? the brain. 
When honour calls who'd not the voice obey ? 
BRELLONa's banner points the glorious way, | 
How great he falls! how braves the ſting of death! 
To breath in fame, one week beyond his breath. 


| 
i 


When Luna's lamp ſoſt glimmering thro? the 
grove, R 

Bids labour pauſe, and meditation rove; 

AMATOR, penſive creeps ſupinely flow, _ 

Ard graſps in thought, the luxuries of woe, 

Some fickle ſemale, fancy fables fair, _ 

RejeRs his ſuit, ke ſinks in deep deſpair, 


The 
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* 


The paſſion love, ſole tyrant of his breaſt, 

Like AaRoN's ſerpent ſwallowing up the reſt. 
Muſt gay AmMaTor laugh at Heav'n and Hell; 
Yet ſigh, and weep, and bleed for IsanzLL? 


Free from the yoke of low commercial care, 
ScnoLaris feaſts his mind in-mid-night air, 
From page to page thro* Nature's folio flies, 
Where hoary wiſdom grafts her aching eyes; 

As ſcience ſoars he ſcans the proud diſplay, 

And ſups with ſyſtems in the milky way. 
Would'ſt thouScnor ar1s fathom depths divine, 
Poor finite, graſp an infinite deſign, 

What mightier maze has wiſdom ever teem'd, 
A God- head butcher'd, and the dead redeem'd | 


. 


Far different ſchemes MERCATOR's mind em- 
ploys, 

Contracted ſtudies, yield contracted joys; 

From morn to eve he wears the hours away, 

Can ſolve a problem dark in Algebra; 

Profit and loſs moſt accurately tell, 

Knows when is beſt to buy, and when to ſell. 

How each account at Chriſtmas balance ſtood, 

Who's but an honeſt Man, and who's a good, 

Book-worms are block-heads /i ſlaves to ſeuſe, 

Each Pilgrims worth is weigh'd by ſtandard pence; 

Conſtant 
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Conſtant at Change to traffic, Church to pray rs 
In hopes blind fortune means him for 2 M. or. 
Go Man miſtzken ꝑlitt'ring droſs purſue, 
Heap fund on fund, impoveriſh Peru, ? 
From Eaft to Weſt, be Fleet on Fl-ct unfucld, 
And be thy ſtores the granary of a World; 
Aſpiring, panting, meet Ambition's doom, 
A toy, a ſtar, a ſcutcheon, and a tomb. 


AvaRo ſleeps. Rude Death the fummons for... 

And ſeiz'd his walls for long arrears of rent. 

From fins vaſt ſcore we'll no concluſion drew. 

But view young NePos next the heir at law ; 

For what enjoyments will not gok ſuttice * 

VWho:tes, horſes, buildings, boroughs, dogs, 2:25 
dice; 

Vaſt pyramids of wealth AVAR O Won, 

Diſſolve like dew before the 7% [a 


Far leſs enlarg'd PoE a's p>w'rs appear, 

His ſun of genius gilds an humbler ſphcc ; 

Jo torture ſenſe, or foll\'s force betray, 

To drag conſummate darineſs into Day, 

He apes the Scribe; invokes foine howard Alu 
. 


To# rich once a fort night in the News; 
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Convinc'd his mind's of choice materials made, 

He ſcorns low converſe, with the ſons of Trade; 

Gowns-men may preach, and ſoldiers fight to 
Fel, 

Poetic pow*rs claim a h meed; leame, 

SHAKESPEAR (ch' immortal darling theme of 

On whoſe fair forehead, Nature writ his name, 

With fancy's finger) roſe from low degree. 

SHAKESPEAR was but a Bard, and is not he? 

But ftop, we'll quit this Bedlamite in rhime, 

Where creeping cadence, groans in fad ſublime; 

To trace FiGuRvs thro? the giddy maze, 

Of dreſſing, dancing, operas, and plays. 

Equip'd by two in ſword and folitaire, 

Tout a la mode, he flounces to a chair; 

At Will's or White's begins the tete a tete 

Corneilly's maſk broke up molt h-l1 ſh late. 

You #new the Counteſs, (whiſp'ring Cur 1o's car) 

D-mee what harm for once to play the Peer? 

I've ſeen this laſt new piece; the Critic's blind, 

All ſtuff by Gad religiouſly refin'd ; 

The taſtleſs Town, may hope in time to ſee, 

Some whining Parſon, preaching Patentee. 


Unhappy HisTR10 cloſe to buſineſs bred, 
In path Rs nobly Korhs to tread; 


High 
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iligh o'er that vulgar barrier common ſenſe 

Can Jeap at large 1ferizr to offence, 

The towering Youth, deplores his baſe degree, 

And mutt'ring doubts “ to be or not to be;“ 

As HAMLET wakes, the parent ſpirit pleads, 

In fancy's picture poor PoLov1rts bleeds, 

OrneLia dead, his ſoul no more he ſmothers, 

But boaſts © the love of forty thouſand brothers.“ 

Say ye whoſe ears his horrid organs reach, 1 

Is not the Moor os VENICE fude in ſpeech?” 

Or when convuls'd in temper tortur'd Lear, 

He calls on Nature, ſay does Nature hear ? 

Or ye whoſe lids unwilling vigils keep, 

How oft MacBETH hath baſcly murder'd ficep? 

But ſhould diſtraction dreadfully ſuceed, 

« Where is ALPHoNs0? where! ah, where 
indeed!“ 

Each muſcle works in dite deſtortion dreſt, 

Each vacant feature's differently diſtreſs'd. 

His TRIO be wiſe, nor ſcenes dramatic tread, 

But ſpare, O ſpare the aſhes of the dead ; 

To SHAKESPEAR's ſhade be pious pity ſhewn, 


Nor butchering others parts forget your own. 
X Ladies 
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Ladies to you, whence boundleſs beuuties beam, 
The modett Muſe, transfers tlie candid theme. 
Come gentle graces guide my trembling quill 
To ling a ſitter, peetleſs CoQYVETILLE, 

Waft balmy gales, of oderous incenſe near, 
And poliſh truths to ſuit a ſiſter's car. 

Of Nature's cheiceſt china ware compos'd, 
What mines of ſenſe the brilliant bud diſel s' | 
At home how Juſtly each perfection's prais'd; 
And then ſo witty dear Mavima's amaz'd! 

In ſatire's cauſe what ſparkling pow'rs are ſpent! 
To torture meanings that were never meant. 
As humble, 
As Ethiopia's footy ſons are white; 


eaſy, affabſe, polite, 


Prudent as modeſt, generous as kind, 

Like torrents gentle, conſtant as the wind. 
Does FLok1o furnith praiſe at truth's expence, 
FLor1o's efteem'd a man of charming ſenſe ; 
Eud EN io ſwears that patch is {weetly plic'd, 

[ fait ; 


To ſwim the dance young STULTUS Courts 5 


Shall any dare diſpute EucENIO's taſte ? 


Well how polite when Lady BELLE was there 
F lite ; 


RT— ͥ œ 2 > CCR 


10Ot#T nn; 113 


? 


Polite ! judicious; nay is wonder made? 

Why Lady BELLE's too brown by bel a ſhade, 

Does Fravno, love by bviet dovx impart ? 

The dear dear creature! how refin'd 1 how 
ſmart ! | 

« CLopro has beauty, ſenſe, ſhe dare aver, 

« But Smirk, ſweet SMIRK's the man of men 
for her.” | 

Thus each who flatters Folly's 7av'1ize flower, 

Triumphs in turn the favourite of an hour, | 

Doom'd from the depths of ſure diſgrace to ſee, 


A puny ſpinſter are PEN ELOPE. 


Not ſo PRUDErnTiA ſpends her wacant hours, 
She ſcorns ſoft dalliance in Ely ſian Bowers, 
On moliy banks and flower beputpled plains, 
Let forward creachures meet their lilly ſwaing 3 
Platonic ſpirits boaſt ſublimer love, 
And barters bliſs below for bliſs above. 
Subdue the fleſh, as goſpel grace requires, 
"Till icey age rebuke their veſtal fires. 
While thus reliev'd by Nature's pr. ain decree, 
From groſs eds of ſocial fyripathy ; 

H 2 Pale 
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Pale Envy ſpates PRUDENYIA“s iu fra vie, 
And cruel Slander never liſps her Name. 


Read in romance MyRTILLA's mind aſpires 
Above mechannic elves and ſavage ſquires, 

*T'ili ſtrange miſtake, a Knight in humbler guiſe, 
Briſk Joan the Footman, bears away the prize. 


M1RrANDA wakes to life as good as fair, 


To ftricteſt virtue train'd with arduous care, 


On infant years, the pow rfull precept wrought, 
And bloom''d progreſſive, with progreſſive thought; 
Till charm'd at length with Faſhion's ſpecious 


[ mien, 


Example blaſts the bud, and ſhuts the ſcene. 


Thus different ftraws in different eddys play, 
Deceiving life, the drama of a day, 

Thus froward Nature halts from ſtage to ſtage, 
Luxuriant folly rip'ning into age, [ bloom 
There cluſter fruits, there withering branches 
Still budding on the borders of the tomb. 
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Rival Roſes and the Evergreen. 


A 


FABLE FOR THE FAIR, 


Humbly inſcribed to the Dear Daughters of 


BAIT ANW I A. 


« Moro get you to my Lady's Chamber, and tell 
ber, let ber paint an inch thick, to this complexion 
„ ſhe muſſ come; mate her laugh at that.” 


SHAKESPEAR's Hamlet, 


110 faithleſs men deny the creed, 
By Fabuliſts it is agreed, 
That birds and beaſts ic: day: of yore, 
(Or ſince the Flood, or elſe before) 
H 3 | 


Had 
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Had intc!):Ctual paſſions powers, 

A life and language ſuch as ours: 

Dan {op plann'd lis pretty page, 
Aright to cub a crooked age; 
Confounding by a moral fiction, 

The heart grown callous to conviction, 
Hence Ovid cloak'd his poignant pleas, 
In myſtic metamorphoſes. 


Hence honeſt truth defies offence, 
And ſtinging ſatyt ſooths the ſenſe, 
Thus trees can talk, without romance, 
And foreſts jig a country dance; 

The lame can leap, the blind can ſee, 
The dumb debate, the dad decree, 

For chaticring cavs who meanings mar, 
Conlulr the pulpit 
And let the martial camp confeſs, 
Her Lamlitins in tl. 
In every olaſs of to!l,'s clan, 


and the bar, 
© Lion's dreſs, 


* 
Mark monkeys imitating man. 
That wolves a treacherous tale have told, 
To bath in blood, and fleece the fold; 


» 
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That canting ſoxes preaching peace, 
In picus ſhi ain have butcher'd aceſe, | a 
To prove, is not the Pard's intent, 
The world, the world's his argument. 
Well thus it was when ſhrub and tree, 
iy Ccars, could chat like you and me, 
Two rival Roſes chanc'd to ſhare, 
Npartments in the ſame parterre ; 
A dimalik this, and that as pale 
As languid lilly of the vale ; 
Each triumph'd in her own complexion, 
The certain ſtandard of perfection; 
So thus with mutual pride clate, 
Began the modich tete a tete; 
Politely firſt the bluſhing belle, 
«© Good morrow, Miſs, I hope you're well; 
„ Indecd, my dear, you look fo fair, 
© So ſprizhtly and fo debonnair! 
% Thoſ: dewy drops have done you good, 
„ ] muſt conicls 1 thought they wou'd, 


Have patience, and a month or ſo 


„May give your cheek a perfect glow, 
II o cc In 
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In ſpight of morning diſhabille, 

„I phinly can perceive it will. 

« Well, health muſt be allow'd a bleſſing, 

« Adieu, I'll now prepate for dreſſing-“ 
Then glancing in the wat'ry vaſe, 

O , frightful, what a florid face! 

This deep vermillion looks fo queer, 

Nay, don't you think it does, my dear ? 

I vow I'll tell you all my faults, 


As friends may know each others thoughts ; 
'This morn, as bathing rather ſoon, 

(You know my maxiin, May and June) 

A Bee within my boſom flew, 

Then humm'd a tune and ſip'd the dew, 
Indeed he took me unawares, 

But Bees are grown as rude as Bears; 
Mamma, ſays I, ſhall hear of this; 

He humm'd his tune, and ſnatch'd a kiſs, 
Then breath'd the ſofteſt ſweeteſt things | 

I won': believe that Bees have dings; ; 
Compar'd me to the crimſon dye, 
Aurors's pencils in the ſky; 


* 
* 


“% Arabia's 
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oy Arabia's ſwcets he own'd divine, 

„ But ſwore they're not ſo ſweet as mine, 

And talk'd ſo perfectly polite, 

« That I forgave him,—well I might. 

& But, who d'ye think by chance came by? 

„That Coxcomb, Billy Butterfly; 

So im the buſy Being flew, 

« With, ſervant, Miſs, and how d'ye do, 

And ſpoke in ſuch a comic ſtile, 

* I'm ſure would make a Cynic ſmile, 

% Could every love-fick ſonnet quote, 

% Had melting madrigals by rote. 

„ Witneſs, he cried immortal pow'rs, 

6; My love's the Fairy Queen of flow'rs. 

© Bear witneſs, warbling virgins nine, 

ce She's angel, goddeſs, all divine, 

« Affirmed my name had poems grac'd, 

„ (You know my dear, his heav'nly taſte,) 
© Where hearts and darts in ſweet ſublime, 

And loves and doves in ſtanza's chime ; 

« The jealous zephyrs beſt can ſay 

„How ſweetly trip'd the time away, 


„But 
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But ſure the rude bewitching creatures, 
Have ſadly difcompos'd my features,” 


Again the fountain fed her pride; 


And thus the peeviſh fair reply d. 
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Sure, NMifs, your cheek may boaſt a flame 


As ruddy as a ruſtic dams, 

A glow, we giant, will ſhed a grace 
O'er ail thi' inelegance of face. | 
Nay lend à luſtre to the whole, 

Tho? wanting h mmetry and foul, 
Don't think I wou'd infer—indee d!“ 
Nay, prithee now my love, broccel. 


ES Oh, no, it muit, 10 15 21 OW d. 


{But praiſe, perhaps, will make you proud) 


Were not your leaves.in the decline, 
Your features are excceding fine. 
And then the per id of diſcretion, 

Is fuch x jem in your poſſe ion 
Exper ierce every aid ſupplies, 

To make the venerdble, wile: 

And who but wiſdom can diſpenſe 


That brii/iant ſhare of confidence, 


That 
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« That pours inſtruction like a tide 
* On me, and every Role beſide ; 
« But yet you mult allow my dear, 
% Your ridicule is too ſevere ; 
* ] 5nd you're witneſs to my flame, 
As every ſyllable's the ſame, 
*The rd, at leaſt an hour ago, 
« From Bee, and Butterfly, you know ; 
„But though fuch follies can't engage 
„A Lady of your riper age, 
Reflect and moralize you may, 
But youth muſt have its ciddy day.” 
„ liſten, Ma'am, upon my word | 
« *Tis moſt egregiouſly abſur'd,” 
(Retorts the damaſk Roſe) ** to jeſt 
* At truths, ſo glaringly confeſt. 
* You've doubtleſs heard, I do ſuppole, 
* What every breeze and zephyr knows, 


That Bee, on matrimony bent, 


Has aſk'd, in form, Mama's conſent : 
* S0 Flora fix'd the day and dow'r, 


And every fragrance of a flower, 


* 


„ Gonvyinc' 
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« (Convinc'd the parties were agreed ) 
« Has witneis*d to the marriage derd 

« Oh! doubtleſs, Ma'am, you need not fear, 
<< But that the deed is known, my dear; 
« Your pretty ſpark, in /fatr quo, 
* Inform'sd me half an hour ago, 
Long ſince I've heard what envy faith, 
<< But H-av*n forbid too forward faith, 
« Aud let the fiend detraction prate, 
4 Your manners are immaculate ; 
« But flill zou're too ſecure by half, 
Indeed, my Love, you make me laugh; 
& Why, all the bloſſoms of the boughs, 
<« Have wirneſs'd to his ardent vows, 
£* Can prove no proteſtation ſlips, 
4 The honicd accents of his lips, 
« The clocution of his eyes, 
«© The heart- felt anguiſh of his ſighs ; | 
«© Nay more, his oaths of conſtant love 
LAre regiſter'd in Heav'n above: 
Tm forry, Miſs, ſo pure a flame, 
Alas! can boaſt no better claim; 

«© But 
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But time will heal (you're quite in faſhion) 
The pangs of diſappointed paſſion:“ 
There grew, contiguous to the ene, 
A venerable Evergreen, 
Who oft had brav'd the wint'ry ſtorm, 
And ſtill preſerv'd her vernal form: 


Her precept lean'd to pity's fide, 


And thus the grave rebuke applied. 

day, Why, conceited giddy things, 
„ Say, whence this emulation ſprings? 
Why boaſt of beauty, fairy flow'r, 
© [he flattering phantom of an hour? 
Is that a baſe for ſolid joy. 
A trot may blight, a worm deſtroy ? 
« Why glory in your different dyes, 
© Ye dupes of Bees and Butterflies? 
« Thoſe Autcering Inſects of a day, 
% Wha ſteal your ſweets, and then betray, 
At large the gay deceivers rove, 
„ Thro' garden, orchard, field, and grave, 
« Will take my oath, I've ſeen 'em ſettle 
« On vonder filthy ſtinging nettle; 
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4e Still ridicule each abſent fair, 
« Self-love, and laugh, and lye, and ſwear, 
% Obſerve how,plain my dreſs appears, 

« As fits the ſanctity of years, 

„ My branches boaſt no beauteous bloom, 
« No frankincenſe, no ſweet perfume, 

«© No graces in my perſon meet, 

No balmy gales my preſence greet, 

« My ear to flattery never bow'd, 

ce No coxcombs at my levee croud ; 

« What think ye then that I repine ? 

& A prouder privilege is mine 

« Your charms a little month appear, 

4 Mine triumph o'er the varied year. 

e Pinks, roſes, tulips, all attend, 

„ And learn. this leſſon from a friend, 

& Tho? death ſhall ſhut each painted ſcene, 
© (RELIG10N is an ExER-GREEN.“) 
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FREDERICK and Fenn | 
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„ R A | ah 
Omnia dincit am r. 


DEN EAT Ha beach, the ſov*reign of the ſhades 
Far from the lab'ring clown'sintruſive tread, 

The penſive love-lorn Frederick was laid, 

Joo feed on thought, Wich on his comfort ſed 


Fanny the brilliant beauty of the plain, 
By wav*ring fortune ſunk to low degree, 


lad oft with tranſport heard the ſhepherd ſwain 


In court{hip paſs the daiſy dappled lea. 


Till pride parental check'd his honeſt flame, 
Forbid the tender intercourſe of ſoul; 
Obvedient duty own'd the rigid claim, 
iN 5 5 k 
And rivald Love's omnipotent controul. 


„ Joy 


128 A PASTORAL, 


Joy ſwiſtly fled the lover's bleeding breaſt, 
Deſpair thick planted daggers in his piey z 
With eaſe each mental avenue poſleſt, 


And ſighing dragg'd the halting hours away, 


Fame thro' the buſy hamlet late had ſpread 
For truth, that wealthy William of the vale 
Was ndw betroth'd the matchleſs maid to wed, 
And wretched Frederick met the trav'ling tale. 


To hide his babbling grief in vain he ſtrove, 
Prob'd by the ſudden ſorrow- ſearching ſound ; 

S0 ſought the faithful friendſhip of the grove, 

Where ſocial thought in folitude is found. 


On Nature's verdant velvet couch reclin'd, 

A felf tormenting candidate for eaſe, 
Dejected ſpoke the language of his mind, 

And thus his heart unboſom'd to the breeze, 


| {pow'r 

„ Why was 1 doom'd to feel the fair-one's 
When village paſtimes crown'd the jocund day, 

Why did ſhe tempt my humble hopes to tow'r, 
O wherefore Love command and not obey ? 


Through 
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Thro' yonder wood, when hand in hand we talk'd, 
With trembling tongue I promis'd to be true; 

Ofc bluſhing ſtole ſweet kiſſes as we walk'd, 
And bleſsd the happy time which now I rue. 


For where the *Squire's wealthy acres mine, 


Nay, all the treaſures harveſt has in ſtore, 
Still muſt my weeping heart in anguiſh pine, 
Falſe, fickle Fanny muſt be kind no more. 


No more when morn unbars the purple sky, 
And nibbling flocks o'erſpread the miſty dales, 
To mect his love ſhall hapleſs Fred'rick fly, 
Or poiſe with willing hands, the frothy pails. 


In vain ſhall eve her cool retreats prepare, 


Of elms wide branching o'er the grafly way; 


The fields in vain their greeneſt garments wear, 


And bleating ews their fleecy fruits diſplay, 


Since ſhe proud maid diſdains a ruſtic's hand, 
T ho? poor, yet clean from Court Corruption free, 
She may be miſtreſs of my rival's land, 
And ſcorns to wed obicurity and me. 
loot I Tit 
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»Till late, alas f unknown to buſur ſtrife, 
What the' my tavle furniih'd humble fare, 

Content, that ſav'ry ſauce that ſweetens lite, 
Supply'd each want, and exil'd every care. 


Tho? plenty deign'd not in my barns to ſmile, 
The poor man's murm'ring neter reproach'd my 

Thegrateful blef1nysof the gen'rous ſoil, [name, 
Were nc'er witheld to blaſt the breath of fame. F 


The cackling tribe, which on my penſion live, - 
With golden gills the yolky tribute pay; s 

Their woolly veſts my ſheep with pleaſure give, 
To clothe my lab'ring limbs in coarſe array. 


Poſſeſt of theſe my hair breadth ſpan of years, 
In poor paternal home would joytiul end, 
Would charming Fanny kindly dry my tears,  &, 

Accept my love, and be my nuptial friend, 


Vain hope, e'er this the cruel knot 1s tied, 
Muſt heap the mighty meaſure of my wees, 

E'er this ſhe triumphs with perfidius pride; 
Befriend me, death, for love and life are foes, 


The 
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The liſt'ning fair, with gen'rous pity mov'd, 
Swift ſrom a neighbouring bower with raptures 
RR [flew, 
Anxious to ſooth the ſwain ſhe truly lov'd, 
With dazzling graces met his doubtſul view. 


Grief ſympathetic, trickling from her eye, 
Bedew'd the ſoft ſuffuſion of her check, 

Her lilly boſom t:cav'd the ſtruggling ſigh, 
Truth, taught the artleſs oracle to ſpeak, 


« Ceaſe Shepherd, ceaſe to wound my throbbing 


Still, ſtill Pm thine by ev'ry ſacred tie, [heart. 
Our twining ſouls no human pow'r can part, 
By virtue arm'd ſhall liſe's worſt ſtorms defy. 


The patent yields to thy ſuperior worth, 
My future bliſs doth all her care employ, 

Tis thee I prize above the ſons of earth, 
Tis the alone can ſweeten ev'ry joy. 


1 Gentle 
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GeEvTLE READER, 


* . E Author by 1 means rapks tle fol- 

; be nd bis Moral Miſc<'ianmies, 
bs V/13*3C% it 508 do De Colundeicd as w melanc;;:tly 
proof of the degneracy of our modern Shrperds 
from itolc 10 tweetly ting by antient Poets, — 
Alas, ors, where are now thoſe Faſtoral Spirits, 
fo wont to tine the love-lick lute on beds of 
roles, when Zephyr fann'd her ſilken wings' in 
the tpicey groves of dear Arcadia? He cannot 
but lament that Paſtoral Efiays in general for 
a few cc.turvs paſt, have been more romantic 
and reßn'd, than charaQeriitic and natural, and 
as it is an invarictle maxim with him, moſt care- 
filly to avoid the Sublime Errors of former 
Writers, he has frudiouff adapted the following 
to the ncultivated Sentiment of ſuch Nymphs 
and Swains who tend their feecy flocks on the 
plains of Hampſtead, Highgate, &c. 
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It is Jetter to die in the W:Id-rncjs, ax ttith 
a content isnt and an angry woman, Fic. oh, 
XX1. ver. 19. 


N a ſundev in June, 
When creation”: in tune. 
And briſk fummer is I-»ſe?+- attir'd, 
When the Trepherds appear 
In their hettermoſt geer, 
And with love en ry villzs infpir'd, 


Sufan's ſubjects had naid 
(Gendly tax'd by the maid, 
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Of the dairy department) their ſtore, 
While attraftion's briglit ſtar, 
Who excell'd in Sol fa, 


Soft reclin'd on a poſt at the door, 


To the ringlets ſo red k 
That glow'd round his head, 
His fingers full oft he apply'd ; 
While each negative grace ; 
Shone con feſs'd in his face, 
Tho' his heart was a victim to pride. 


To the golden cheek'd dame 
Who firſt kindled the flame, 

An odd accident ſomewhat allay'd ; 
The rude courticr drew near 
With an er leer, 


And the pow'rs of rhetoric diſt by d. | 

JOAN. 1 

Miſtreſs Sulan, how now ? \ 

Why 7 ellen a brow ? f 

I pr'ythee, girl, ſay what doſt ail? | 1 
Art ſo Jeep in ths dumps 


At the ſize of thy jumps, 
Dr has Margery Kick'd down the pail? 


SUSAN, 
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A BURLESN!E Drialogne, 


S U'S AN, 


Do you dare fee my face, 
nen you Know you're fo baſe? 
You're parjur'd, I need not ſa; why; 
Thau falſe fon of Adam, 
, go to your Madam, 
But where will you go when you die. 


JOHN, 


Oh! oh!] this is fine, 
To whimper and whine, 
And make ſuch a ter: ible pother; 
You rem er the tick 
That vas play'd on the rick, 
And would caper to play ſuch another, 


SUSAN. 


You rogue, you're a liar, 
Fl go to the ' Squire, 
And tell him I'm left in the lurch; 
Undene and betray'd 
Thro' the miniſter's maid, 


For the banns have been publiih'd at church. 
14 JOHN, 


© 
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JOHN, 


Pretty Hinp'ring Sue, 
VV ho cares if you do? 

Not Johnny, believe me, a pin 3 
Tho you cannot but chufe 
To blubber, who loſe, 

P ve a right to be merry, who win, 


SUSAN. 


So you think I'm afraid 
Of that draggle-tail jade, 
Who flaunts in her ribbands of pink ; 
No, no, Mr. John, 
I'll convince you, anon, 
I'm not ſych a fool as you think, 


On his worſhip the Juſtice, 
Thank Heav'n my truſt is, 
A warrant can cure all my ſorrow 3 - 
If you don't make me honeſt, 
As often you've piomis'd, 
In the cage you ſhall whiſtle to- morrow, 


| 
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ELEGIAC PASTORAL. 


Our drooping days are dwindled down to nought, 
Their period finiſh'd ere tis well begun. 


TromPsoN's Scaſon's. 


ELL may'ſt thou moan (afflicted Peggy ſaid} 
A brother Patty gone, for ever gone; 
The goodlieſt youth that ever woo'd a maid, 
That ever led his lambs along the lawn. 


Indeed my love, this wond'rous woe appears 
No partial fondneſs in my friend and me, 

For ev'ry eye's brimful of talking tears, 
Each goodman ſhepherd weeps as well as we. 


But now I ſaw the dear remains convey'd, 
Neath yonder yew as all his fathers flept, 
The Sexton ſigh'd as ſtooping o'er his ſpade, 

And ſtay'd the burial while the Vicar wept. 


Ah! 


138 Ax ELTCGCTIAC PASTORAL. 


Ah! luckleſs lad, methinks I ſee him ſiill, 
In blythſome ſort, as at the happy hour, 
When firſt he met poor Peggy at the mill, 
And left his ſack to carry home her flour, 


FATTY, 


Nay, all can witneſs Robin was endu'd 
With ev'ry grace a ſiſter could deſire, 

The kindeft ſoul ! if Patty bak'd or brew'd, 
He'd fetch the furze and bavins for her fire. 


How oft when milking has he left his team, 

To watch the oven leſt my bread ſhould burn 

Oft from my pans has nicely ſkim'd my cream, 
And taught me ev'ry ſpell to charm the churn. 


But this day week, tis preſent to my view, 
Alas, to think how ſoon the 5% may die. 
He ſhell'd my beans, and cut the gammon too, 
And pick'd my gooſberries to make the pie. 


P E GG V. 


Ah, why did Robin fairly win my heart 
With civil fpeeches, t'' other market day? 
Why kindly Kiſs my lips in friendly part, 
- And bear my eggs and butter all the way. 
PAT TY» 
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Ar. 


| This camb!et boddice, fit for Sunday wear, 
He gave ivithout or wages or reward; 

And brought the ſcarlet breaſtknot from the fair, 
To pleaſe his Pacty of his own accord. 


P'E-@ GY. 


There ſleep his bones in yonder tufted grave, 
Who once exce'Pd in wreftling and the tace; 
Who once at church could ſweetiy chaunt a ſtave, 

And Tung the Early Horn, and Chevy Chace. 


FATTY, 


Alas, his tongue muſt reſt for ever ſtill, 
Whoſe metry joke did all our paſtime make; 
His cudgel now has loſt its maſter's ſkill. 
So wont to win the triumph at the wake, 


But now we'll part ; I fear the day grows late, 
And meet to-morrow in the ſhady-lane ; 
And weep to think of Robin's wretched fate, 

Sum all his virtues up and weep again, 


AN 
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A 
 Mipnicur REPLECTION. 


| Inſcribed to my Dear Friend, Mr. 
EDwaR D VENN. 


Du provide tbe v materials for burlding, 

when à pick-axe and « fpade are only neceſſary ; 
and build houſes of fe bundred by one hundred v6 frets 
9 that of fox dy two. 


Horacs. 


TUSH'D is the pauſing deep: ton-d funeral 
Knell, 
Twelve times theclrpper firikes the 3 ng bell, 
*Tis fo. Ves, hark þ hear the ſimple chime, 
That ſhakes the ficeple every ſtage of time; 
. | The 
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The ruoks and daws, dart tenants of the tow r, | 
Catch the alarm and croak the midnight hour. 
Complacent flcep, kind nature's jovelieft law, 
Arceits the peaſant ſtretch'd along the „raw, 
Nor is oblivion's balmy 500n deni:d | 
To charm the dog faſt ſnoring by his fide ; 
Black clouds of double darkneſs dreſs the pole, 
And not one ſtar is twiakling thro” the whole. 
All, all is deep indiſſoluble gloom, 

Silent as death, and awful as the tomb 3 

Yet night how fair in all this pomp conſeſsd 
To dæeds black brooding in the guilty breaſt! 
Now ſbapeleſs {hapes, and hideous ſpectres dance 
Athwart imagination's vivid glance ; 
Now fertile fears ſuggeſt the phantom foul, 

{ bear the death- watch tick, the matiF bowl, 
The felon now attacks the miſer's door, 

And now pale murder prints her ſteps with gore. 
Dull fancy now her dreary path purſues, | 
Midſt groves of cypreſs and unha!low'd yews, 
Poetic viſions vaniſh from my brain, 


And my pulſc throbs as ſeebly as my ſtrain. 


How 
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How ſad this ſcene! how mortal and how dull, 
A Drellincourt, a taper, and a ſcull ! 

How fit to feed the intellectual eye! 

Memento's moral of mortality. 

What means this ſudden ſtrange inſtinctive ſtart? 
This ſolemn ſomething creeping to my heart? 
Why fear to read a gracious God's decree ? 
Why fear to look on what I ſoon mult be? 


Would'| thou my ſoul ſubvert great nature's ends: 


If not, be theſe thy moralizing friends, 

The truths they teach, will reconcile thy doom, 
The charge they bring is life beyond the tomb, 
Can man be proud? vain atom |! is he proud 
Of charms that claim the coffin and the fhroud? 


Come let him read this wretched relick o'er, 


Here fix his thoughts, and then be vain no more- 
How glare theſe ſockets that did once ſupply 
The viſual nerve, the ſpirit-ſpeaking eye 


How bare this bone where crimſon currents turn'd g 


Health mantled high, and comely bluſhes burn'd! 


Beneath this roof perhaps there dwelt a tongue, 


Where proud perſuaſion honied accents kung, 


In 
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In courts and ſenates could command applauſe, - | 
Right nobly plead for liberties and laws, 
Entrance attention into rapture wrought 
With diction dreſs the energetic thought; 
Of love ſo ſmoothly talk the time along 
; In cadence ſweet, emphatically ſtrong. 
2 Did all this mighty eloquence of man 
Purſue ſome fpecious ſpeculative plan ; 


Did differtation circumſcribe his aim, 
Ho poor the pompous candidate for fame ! 
b Did all his learning. all his genius reach 
But juſt to play with lunguage, poliſh ſpeech 3 
Did all his powers no facred truths define, 
Support no tenets, orthodox divine, 

Publiſh no precept, no religion raiſe, 


* 


No worſhip dictate, and perform no praiſe ; 

Far humbler heads might all thoſe pow'rs deſpiſe, 
Wiſdom's true ſons are virtuoꝝſy wile ; 

Death, death has feaPd that tongue to charm ne? 
Grim death that filenc'd Cicero's before. [ more, 


Who knows perhaps this ſcull might once contain, 
Some rich materials for the loft y ſtrain, 


Enform'd 


4 A MipNIAHT REFLECT To. 


Enform'd, enrapt with more than mortal fre, 
Soar'd in ſtrong ſenſe, and lectur'd in the lyre, 
With manly wit the finiſh'd treatiſe wrought, 
Each period pointed, harmoniz'd each thought, 
Plezs'd in perſuaſive, taught in ſacred rhime, 
In ſatire ſcourg'd but triuntph'd in ſublime. 
Perhaps this ſcull (for ſuppoſition's free) 

Woas ſome great maſter's in philoſophy 


Some pedant proud, who kept the ſchool in awe, 


Some deep logician trav'ling with a ſtraw, 

Loſt in the dull dark labyrinths of law. 
Perhaps this ſcull might once convert an age, 
And left poſter:ty the pious page. 
In years of yore the wholeſome ſtatute frame, 
Midſt chains and darkneſs kindle freedom's flame, 
With patriot fire a nation's night repeal, 
Plant ſome proud police, prop ſome common weal, 


Ferhaps again, ſome captive race reſtor'd, 


Or doom'd its freeborn brethren to the ſword, 
Whole kingdom's curſes may to this belong, 


That ſold a people's birthright for a ſong. @.__ 


Perhaps 


A MiDn1GiHT REFLECTION, 145 


Perhaps ſome head by mad'ning fancy fir'd, 
Some goſpel lamp by holy Heaven inſpir'd, 
Some helliſh engine that did beſt agree 

With foul debate, and midnight maſſacre, 
That loſt a laurel, or a kingdom won, 
Center'd in earth, or ſoar'd beyond the ſun. 
Be what it might, all caſuiſts now muſt own; 
'Tis mortal, mortal, yea, the bone's a bone. 
Let vain ambition learn this leſſon hence, 
Howe'er diſtinguiſh'd, dignified for ſenſe, 
Whate'er the honour'd enſigns of renown, 

| The cap, the hood, the mitte, or the crown, 
Death levels all, nor parts nor pow*rs can ſave, 
Great Milton's mind was mortal—in the grave, 
Who ſung and prov'd with inſpiration ſtrong, 
The ſoul immortal in immortal ſong. 

Hark | thus it ſpeaks, ingenious ſons of men, 
Why boaſt the chiſſel, pencil, or the pen ? 
What tho' the world aſcribe to Milton's name 
A mortal immortality of fame, 

Will fame, who oft denies her children bread, 


Deceives the living, diſcompoſe the dead? 
K 0 


1460 A Mi DpNTLCHT REFLECTION. 


No; fame's a breath, can little liſe ſupply, 

And breath muſt fail, forſake us when we die. 

In Death's dark realm all oppoſites agree, 

Cæſar and Cato, Solomon and me. 

But Death ſhall die, and judgement ſhall 4 
Diſtinction's weigh'd by piety and pray r. 

Come grace divine, almighty aid impart, 

Come grace divine, and cultivate my heart. 

To him I ſtoop the penitential knee, 

Who groan'd and bled, and died and roſe for me. 
Who knows how ſoon my latter days ſhall dawn, 
Who knows theſe eyes ſhall greet the | morrow $ 

| morn z 

| | But morn and night, till Death my doom decide, 

| | Be thou, O Scuil! my monitor and guide, | 
j 


Preach, preach aloud on princely Philip's plan, 
| | Tell me Lin duſt, O warn me I'ma Max. 
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AGE 6, line 13, for parnaſſan, read parnaſ- 
ſton, ——page 13, line 10, for nature, read 
nature's, page I4, line 2, for huming, read 
humming. page 17, line 16, for black, read 
blank. — page 28, line 7, for man, read can. 
page 86. line 4, for beggar's, read beggar, 
page 126, line 2, for ſelf, read ſtill page 107, 
laſt line, for dejunt, read deſunt,——page 144, 
line 69, for ſchool, read ſchools, 
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